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Style #657 STOLE’N HEARTS 


Exotic enchantment of wispy marquisette 
seductively shadowing bared shoulders and 
shimmering taffeta. Luxurious lace panels drift 
dramatically from the snug bodice down to a 
dreamy, dancing skirt. Matching lace-trimmed 
net stole veils soft arms in mystery. 

IN BEWITCHING COLORS: 


@ BLACK 
@ ROSE 
@ AQUA 
@ WHITE 
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Style +632 BRAID SUITOR 


Pulses will start beating when 
you remove the alluringly fitted 
jacket with its coquettishly 
draped glamour-collar to reveal 
an exquisite dress — excitingly 
designed with tantalizing ‘‘peep- 
hole” braid at an inviting decol- 
letage. Figure-clinging bodice 
hugs an extravagantly shirred 
skirt that drifts softly with your 
every motion. In Finest Quality 
Celanese Taffeta 


IN ALL SIZES only 98 
9-11-13-15-17 
10-12-14-16-18-20 
1644-184-20 
2-1842-2012 only 98 


224/2-2442-2642 
38-40-42-44-46-48 


Chantilly 
Imported 
Lace 


EXCITING COLORS: 
® BLACK ® ROSE 
© NAVY _® AQUA 


Send 10¢ 
for our 
latest 


catalog! 
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; SEND NO MONEY! 10 DAY FREE TRIAL! 


@ MISS-LEE-FASHIONS, Inc., Dept. TC-6 
a 400 Mad'son Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 
Please send me the following dresses in styles, sizes and 
a colors indicated. if not delighted | may return dress within 
8 10 days for refund. 
Second 
_Cotor Choice 


© Send C.0.D. I'll poy postman. 
0 | enclose $ you pay postage 
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Letters To The Editor 


HIGH SCHOOL READERS 


I am actually thrilled over the wonderful 
and exciting TaN Conressions that I’ve read 
during the last four months. Each month | 
race to the newsstand to get my copy. 

I am a senior at Parker High School in Bir- 
mingham and my family really enjoys the 
magazine. We have decided that Tan Con- 
FESSIONS is a contribution to the race as a 
whole. It has really helped me and taught me 
different things about life. During the day I 
concentrate on the various stories I read. 
However, | wish you could print more stories 
in the magazine, for I’ve already finished the 
copy I have and I’ve had it only about four 


hours. 
“Bad Girl at Large” was magnificent and I 


must say helpful. 
William Thomas, Jr. 
Birmingham, Ala. 

I really enjoy Tan Conressions. Every time 
one is on sale at a newsstand, I buy it. 

I am a freshman at I. C. Nocom High and 
some days when Tan Conressions is on sale, 
I don’t eat lunch but instead buy the magazine. 
| think it really has taught some teen-agers 
a lesson. 

Virginia Smith 
Portsmouth, Va. 

After reading the April issue of Tan Con- 
FEssIONS, | would like to congratulate you and 
your co-workers because I think it is one of 
the best magazines that has been printed. I 
think it is helpful to both teen-agers and 
grown-ups. I am 17 years old and a junior at 
Hooper City High and enjoy reading TAN 
CoNFESSIONS very much. 

The story I enjoyed most was “Can We Stop 
Sex Crimes?” I think everyone who reads that 
story will try harder and harder to stop sex 
crimes. In our club we have formed a com- 
mittee on “Sex Prevention” and I will advise 
all parents to teach their children more about 
sex. With the help of our parents and friends, 
I think that we can prevent many crimes. 

Eula Mathews 
Birmingham, Ala. 

I have enjoyed all of the issues of Tan Con- 
ressions. I do get something from them. Most 
of us teen-agers at Sterling Hi School read 


them. 
Nan E. Mosley 
Greenville, S. C. 


I am a high school girl of sixteen and I 
think your Tan ConFEssIONs is wonderful 
no matter what others may say. It is very 
educational for us teen-agers. 

My mother reads them and approves of my 
reading them very much. 

Ora J. Taylor 


Memphis, Tenn. 
KOREA FANS 


Today a friend of mine received a TAN 
Conressions Magazine. I must say, for a 
friend who doesn’t like reading to any great 
extent, he is “raving like mad” over some of 
the articles he has already read. 

I have read your magazine before and I’ve 

your articles not only interesting but in 
t taste. 
We men in the 584th Truck Company say, 


“Keep it up.” 
Cpl. Don Dennard 
Korea 
DICKIE WELLS 


Just a little note to tell you how much I 
enjoyed Dan Burley’s classic profile of the 
fabulous and legendary Dickie Wells in your 

issue. 

I hope that this is the beginning of a series 
of such profiles of the famous personalities who 
have made Harlem the most interesting ghetto 
im the universe. 


I can think of no writer, not even the “over- 
rated” Carl Van Vechten, who can capture the 
glamour and the color, the pathos and the 
humor; in short the rhythmic Zeitgeist of 
Harlem like the inimitable, indefatigable and 
ubiquitous Dan “Skiffle” Burley. 

Frederick V. Seabrook 
Deck Steward 

Gen. Alexander M. Patch 
New York, N. Y. 


‘BABY FOR SISTER’ 


I have read each issue of Tan ConFESSIONS 
and find it most intriguing. I must say that 
it’s about time Negroes had something of this 
sort for reading pleasure. 

The stories which I have read were really 
good, but the most touching story was that of 
“IT Had a Baby for My Sister.” Each sentence 
was a pleasure to read. 

William Walls 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
COMMENT BY MOTHERS 


I was looking for something new in reading 
entertainment the other day so I bought a copy 
of Tan Conressions. I must say it is all I 
expected and more. You see, I am the mother 
of three baby boys. I work hard all day and 
don’t have much leisure time. 

I have just finished reading your January 
issue from cover to cover. I am sorry I mii 
the other issues. More power to you. It is a 
great magazine. You can be sure of one cus- 
tomer from now on. That’s me. 

Mrs. Jamie L. Hill 
Gary, Ind. 

I am writing to compliment you on your 
wonderful stories and other interesting features 
you include in Tan ConrEssIONs. 

I am married with three children and I have 
found some of your stories helpful in my every- 
day life. I have found answers to some of my 
own problems in the letters where the women 
write in for advice. 

V. Caliman 
New York, N. Y. 


HELPFUL TO TEEN-AGERS 


I am a white woman and I just finished 
reading your December Tan Conressions. I 
enjoyed it very much. 

I think “Teen Talk” by Jane Walters is 
going to be very helpful for our Negro boys 
and girls to read down here in the South as 
you know how conditions are here for colored 


people. 
Martha Reynolds 
Alexandria, La. 


The idea behind the publication of such a 
magazine as TAN CONFEsSIONS is “real crazy” 
and I hope it continues to be so. 

Even y thet I am a Mexican, I enjoy read- 
ing every single story. I have been buying 
every copy since they first were on sale. 
rather prefer having more of those “teen-age” 
stories. 

Kriss Diaz 
Pacoima, Calif. 

I have read all the issues of TaN ConrFes- 
sions and I think they are just wonderful. I 
have enjoyed reading them very, very much. 


They are very helpful to us teen-agers. 
: dal. Gertrude Redd 


Richmond, Va. 
NO TRASHY STORIES 


I’ve read every issue of TAN CONFESSIONS 
and so far I find it wonderful. The people 
used in your photos are nice looking and have 


very nice clothes. ; 
The stories aren’t trashy either like some 


white ones I have read. 
Pat Sanford 
Springfield, IIL 
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NEW FINER 





more effective longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


Better, longer protection. New Mum 
with M-3 protects against bacteria that 
cause underarm odor. What's more, it 
keeps down future bacteria growth. You 
actually build up protection with regular 
exclusive use of new Mum. 

Softer, creamier new Mum smooths on 
easily, doesn’t cake. Gentle—contains no 
harsh ingredients. Will not rot or dis- 
color finest fabrics. 

Mums delicate new fragrance was cre- 
ated for Mum alone. And gentle new 
Mum contains no water to dry out or 
decrease its efficiency. No waste, no 
shrinkage—a jar lasts and /asts! Get new 
Mum today! 





New MUM cream deodorant 
A Product of Bristel-Myers 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
Te MUNI AUS OR, WOREO 6 os: 5 5.6.0: .6:d:s we Sans nineeeeeeseeaweeoweseceus 16 
The congregation was willing to forgive the preacher everything as long as the 
JOHN H. JOHNSON church grew—everything but his unusual marriage 
Editor and Publisher eT EE OT ee Le aT 
BEN BURNS Jenny thought she was being snubbed by her husband’s family but then she 
Becteatinn Milner discovered the skeleton in his family’s closet 
LEROY WINBUSH ETE CEN EE 22 
Art Editor Susan fled desperately when she found she could not resist her love for Paul 
WILLIE E. MILES but then a cn forced her to return and face her illicit romance 
Agency Manager I oobi ido daca ae SI ni a el on 4 
Because Joan was deeply in love with Marty, she could not hurt him by telling 
FREDA DE KNIGHT him that her sister had walked out on him because he became blind 
Home Service Director 
Chive cn tira enes 60900066 cc eee Eee be Ree ene 30 


Syl was too busy making a law career for himself to give Dora love and atten- 
tion and she finally turned to alcohol for an escape 


EEL ETT CE ETE PE ET TN ee Ne ney 32 
r 
When Sally hesitated in accepting Stu’s proposal of marriage, she showed that 
hell’s greatest fury is a suitor scorned rather than a wouan scorned 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
i citincmndstsseneeseveebeeenel By Mrs. Willie Smith 5 


Sax man for Jimmie Lunceford and Harry James asked wife’s hand in marriage 
while watching football game in Chicago ball park 


Wt Biem Damt Lite About Women .... oo cvicsiccccccsccevsvcscescccecss 6 
There are certain things that women do and say that always infuriate the male 
of the species . . . and here’s a guide to avoid trouble with a man 
Og  MerrrereT Terrier ee By Donald Williams 


Bricktop taught the Duke Of Windsor to do the Charleston and had popular 
Cole Porter tune written for her while she ran fabulous bistro in Paris 


BOOK LENGTH SERIAL 
ne ccitnivnrtencderennewe eines heeeeame By Josephine Baker 13 


Famed Parisian performer, whose exciting hit return to America has made 
theater history, tells of her early life as a domestic in St. Louis 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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Sandwiches For Summer ...... Dtitinvns pies creaee 36 
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By Mrs. Willie Smith 


_ MAN who got my consent to a 

proposal of marriage didn’t use the 
same old line of most fellows. But then, 
Willie Smith was never quite like any- 
body else I’d ever known up to that time. 
He was a big name; to be exact, the fea- 
tured alto sax man in the famed Jimmie 
Lunceford band and later with the Harry 
James band. Yet you'd have never 
known it, if it had to come from him. 
He wasn’t the kind to go around patting 
himself on the back. 

Willie was the object of countless 
girls’ affections, from one end of the 
U.S. to the other. And well, he should 
have been. For he had everything to 
work with on a girl’s heartstring—good 
looks, a pleasing personality and charm. 
But though he had a great attraction for 
women, Willie was not overly cocky with 
them. He never forced himself off on 
any girl. 

From the time I was first introduced 
to Willie by a friend backstage at the 
Howard Theater in Washington, D. C., 
some eight years ago, I realized that he 
was different. He didn’t “come on,” as 


the current saying goes, to explain the 
way a-lot of men act when they first meet 
a woman and try to sell her a bill of 
goods right off the bat. He was cau- 
tious and so very nice that I think it was 
then and there that I got my first “crush” 
on him. 


But realizing what a popular and 


much-sought-after man he was, I never 
dreamed that anything would develop 
between us. Such a hope, I figured, 
would have simply been reaching for the 
stars. When I left his company on that 
first meeting, I frankly didn’t expect to 
see him again. 

Yet in the summer of 1943, I crossed 
his path once more in Chicago at the 
Rhumboogie Club. It was something, I 
think, I’d prayed for to happen from the 
time I first met him. I had gone to the 
club with a friend to catch the floor 
show. Willie, then a draftee in the Navy, 
had happened to drop in the night spot 
on a leave and was “jamming” with the 
club band. 

The friend with me knew Willie per- 
sonally. And (Continued on Page 81) 
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O THE PEOPLE who live in ou 
neighborhood Janet and I appear to 
be an ideal couple. We have been mar. 
ried six years, have two children, and 
like a lot of other young couples, we are 
buying our own home. A good many 
of our friends have often remarked that 
they wished they could make as much of 
a success of marriage, but the truth is— 
and we both know it—our marriage 
hasn’t been successful at all. Behind the 
closed doors of our cozy brick bungalow 
there have been many, many quarrels 
and in the past year we have been on 
the verge of divorce at least four times. 
Until last month I thought we could 
go on keeping up this masquerade of a 
“Darling, I’m sorry marriage, at least until the children were 
if P've been selfish.” older and out of school, but after adding 
up the score I have come to the conclu- 
sion that living with my wife is impos- 
sible. Right now I’m consulting a law. 
yer friend of mine to see if divorce is 
really the answer to our problem, but 
so far I haven’t been able to put my | | beg 
finger on a single thing that could be 
considered as legal grounds for divorce. Th 
Everything that has happened to our J pose, 
marriage has been the result of a com- f Post 
bination of little things—all the little J sack 
things that men despise in women. novel 
When I first met Janet I thought surely | still a 
we would have a happy marriage. She f gone 
seemed to have all the things I had been J tell he 
looking for in a wife. She was friendly [by th 
to my friends, she was attractive, she J imme 
could hold an intelligent conversation, | me o 
and more than anything else, we were J of he 
in love. I figured that with my salary just c 
as a postman we could have a comfort- that 
able life together, even if it meant sacri- [| unhay 
ficing or straining a point sometimes t0 — Mone 
have a few occasional luxuries. I didn't [fit 
expect her to be perfect; no man should for he 
expect that in a wife. But I at least ex Ou 
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WHAT MEN HUNT 
LIKE ABUUT WOMEN 


There are certain things that women do and say that 


pected that she would measure up in 
some of the basic things that make for 
ahappy marriage. But she didn’t. 

You can say that I’m old-fashioned, if 
you want. You can say that I’m trying 
to live in the past, in another generation 
or so gone by. But if being old-fash- 
joned means wanting a wife who can 
prepare a decent meal, or who will sew 
a button or two on a shirt occasionally, 
then I am old-fashioned—and I’m going 
to sfay that way. 

In a way, I suppose that is the basic 
cause of all our troubles. I found out 
too late all the little annoying traits about 
my wife that I hadn’t discovered in her 
asa girl friend. I simply had taken for 
granted that she knew how to keep house, 
that she knew how to cook, and above 
all, that she would cooperate with me as 
awife and a partner in keeping our mar- 
riage alive and happy. But that was just 
it—I had taken too much for granted. 
Even before we had been married a year 
I began to see that I really hadn’t known 
at all the woman I married. 

The first time I realized this, I sup- 
pose, was the day I came home from the 
post office, tired from carrying a mail 
sack all day, and found her reading a 
novel, no dinner cooked and the house 
still as untidy as it had been when I had 
gone to work that morning. I tried to 
tell her gently how much I was annoyed 
by this obviously immature attitude, but 
immediately she resented it, and accused 
me of trying to make a “workhorse” out 
of her. From then on it seemed it was 
just one continuous thing after another 
that kept our home life unsettled and 
unhappy. If we weren’t arguing over 
money, it was her poorly planned meals. 
If it wasn’t that, then it was her nagging, 
or her jealousy. 

Our friends didn’t suspect it, of course, 


always infuriate the male of the species 


... and here’s a guide to keep out of trouble with a man 


but things finally got so bad she even 
started accusing me of having an “out- 
side girl friend” on my route, and was 
always questioning me at great lengths 
if a woman telephoned the house and I 
happened to answer the phone. I thought 
surely that in time she would realize 
what she was doing to our marriage, but 
I guess I was hoping in vain. Then that 
night—a month ago—when her mother 
was visiting us and I looked in the draw- 
er to find that the only white shirt I had 
clean had no buttons on it, it seemed 
that I couldn’t control my feelings any 
longer. Mother-in-law or no mother-in- 
law I was determined that she should 
know what kind of a wife and mother 
she had raised her daughter to be. 

Maybe I was wrong in doing it, but I 
took the shirt straight to Janet and de- 
manded to know why she had let it stay 
there in the drawer for two weeks with- 
out mending it. As I expected, she gave 
me a curt answer about not doing it “be- 
cause I didn’t feel like it,” which I had 
hoped would draw some criticism from 
her mother. But instead, it only pro- 
voked another argument between us, with 
her mother standing by silently, listening. 

Finally, after hurrying the children 
out the back door so they wouldn’t hear, 
she gave me a sour look and strided pro- 
tectively over to where her daughter sat 
“There, there, Janet,” she com- 
“You mustn’t let yourself go to 
You and Fred must be 
nice to each other.” 

“Be nice! I’m sick of trying to be 
nice!” Janet sobbed angrily and gave a 
violent kick to the shirt that lay in a 
rumpled heap at her feet where I had 
flung it. “That’s all he takes me for— 
just a workhorse! Just because he finds 
some old shirt with no buttons on it, he 
thinks I’m supposed to stop everything 


crying. 
forted. 
pieces like this. 


and sew them on when he wants me to. 
Well, he can find somebody else to sew 
his buttons on and do everything else for 
him, for all I care. I’ve made up my 
mind—I want a divorce!” 

“You want a divorce!” I exploded. 
“I’ve been wanting one for a long time! 
I might as well be single as to be married 
to you anyhow. What has it gotten me 
in all these years? Answer me that! I 
can tell you—meals half-cooked, shirts 
with no buttons, more bills than I can 
pay, and a nagging tongue to greet me 
when I come home tired from lugging a 
mail sack all day—that’s what it’s got- 
ten me! So go on and get your divorce. 
See how much I care!” 

“Please, please, children!” my mother- 
in-law tried to interrupt, but I didn’t 
wait to hear any more. I slammed my 
hat on my head and stormed out of the 
house. 


HERE I was going, I didn’t know. 
But turning the corner of the quiet, 
bungalow-lined block we had moved into 
only two years before, | immediately 
thought of Tom Sweeney, the retired law- 
yer who lived on the next street. He had 
joked once that if we ever thought about 
getting a divorce to see him, but like 
everybody else, he too thought we were 
an ideal couple. How surprised he’s go- 
ing to be, I thought, when I tell him 
that Janet and I actually want a divorce. 
A few minutes later, as I sat there in 
the leather-upholstered study of Attorney 
Sweeney’s home telling him what a com- 
plete marriage failure his “ideal couple” 
had turned out to be, he only listened 
with an occasional nod of the head. When 
I had finished, a broad grin broke over 
his withered, sunken face, and he poured 
a drink for us both. 
“T suppose (Continued on Page 68) 
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YOUR 


STARS AND NUMBERS 


— MONTH the Zodiac points to 

those mentally-active, volatile people 
born under the sign of Gemini (from 
May 21 to June 21). Born at this time 
you are of the butterfly temperament 
with an interest in many subjects, pur- 
poses and persons. You are naturally 
witty, cheerful and carefree, the most 
scintillating personages of the twelve 
groups of the Zodiac. 

The faculty of intellect and mentality 
is given emphasis in you and blossoms 
forth from study, education and culture. 
Those whom you encounter in life who 
happen to be on a lower plane of worldly 
wisdom than yourself not only fail to 
interest you; they annoy you. 

Yours is the dual nature, two charac- 
ters in one body in which two lines of 


THE 
RECORDS 


By Jim Goodrich 
B ILLY ECKSTINE, husky-voiced bari- 


tone stylist and ranking favorite of 
the nation’s current male vocalists, has 
perhaps had no equal as a consistently 
good performer on jazz recordings. 
Over a period of almost 14 years now 
since he first started waxing ballad and 
blues tunes with the former Earl Hines 
band, the handsome crooner has been 
regularly turning out songs on records 
that excite and please millions. He con- 
tinues to do that very same thing today 
on the MGM label, a banner under which 
the name of Eckstine has ruled as the 
hottest item on recordings in the U.S. 


interests or happenings prevail at the 
same time. 
also hold a job, or you work at two jobs. 
Hence your sign symbol is the “Twins.” 


You may go to school and 


Your planet ruler is Mercury, best 
number is 5, with 1, 3, 7, and 9 as af- 
finity numbers. In your money depart- 
ment the Moon holds sway with its 
numbers 2 and 7. Libra, the sign of part- 
nership and social life, governs your love 
life. The pastel shades of yellow are 
your colors, emerald and beryl your 
lucky stones, Wednesday your day. 
Flowers are honeysuckle and sweet pea 
and perfume is Lily of the Valley. 

There are habits in your disposition 
which can make for health and success 
and those which act as preventatives. 
And these habits have a real meaning 
because of your nervous, restless dispo- 
sition. First of all you might aim to 
develop the habit and faculty of concen- 
tration upon a few worthy interests in- 
stead of scattering your energies because 
In occupations 


for the last year or so. 

Eckstine’s steady appeal on wax is 
likely due to his keen understanding of 
what is good musically. Himself a mu- 
sician (he plays trumpet and trombone), 
Mr. B sticks close by the rules of har- 
monic structure in employing his dy- 
namic voice on all types of melodies. 
His vocals, as a result, virtually glow 
with smoothness and pretty tones. 

Sung by Eckstine, the most ordinary 
tune has a better-than-average chance to 
end up on the record hit parade. Re- 
member what his silky warblings did to 
popularize such erstwhile inane ditties 
as I’m Falling For You, Skylark, Some- 
how and Jelly, Jelly on some of his earli- 
est recordings with the Hines aggrega- 
tion for Bluebird. Many other similar 
tunes have since become big favorites 
with jazz fans all because of the Eckstine 
(Continued on Page 74) 


of too much diversity. 
your talents lead in the direction of edu- 
cation and commerce, such as writers, 
teachers and sales persons. Travel, com- 


treatment. munications, telephone, reporting, art, 
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mechanical operations are additional 
lines inviting to your types. 

Among famous Negroes born under 
Gemini are such celebrities as boogie. 
woogie pianist Hazel Scott (June 11), 
Pulitzer Prize-winning poet Gwendolyn 
Brooks (June 7), and little singing: star 
Toni Harper (June 8). 

Like most of humanity you Gemini 
natives have your worries, some of 
which originate from money extrava- 
gance and others from circumstances 
where you find it difficult to form a de. 
cision. 

There are often questions where love 
and friendships are concerned. And it 
frequently requires more than ordinary 
excitement and appeal to awaken the 
emotional part of your nature. But once 
an attachment is formed resulting from 
a passionate affair full of generous im- 
pulse, the subject of your attention be- 
comes indispensable to your existence. 

Persons born under Libra and Aqua- 
rius have temperaments which blend 
with your'own. The second and third 
weeks of June of this year rate best for 
love, marriage or business. Number 
combinations which are to the fore dur- 
ing June for luck and fortune are: 2-5-7 
and 1-4-8, 

I have selected some special days 
showing favorable promises known as 
“opportunity days” by students. These 
apply to all birthdays according to the 
sign under which you were born. 

Aries: 4, 6, 9, 14, 25, 26. 

Taurus: 1, 13, 17, 18, 23, 28. 

Gemini: 3, 4, 8, 14, 18, 25, 30. 

Cancer: 3, 6, 7, 11, 17, 27. 

Leo: 8, 9, 14, 19, 25, 28. 

Virgo: 6, 11, 12, 17, 23, 25. 

Libra: 1, 3, 8, 13, 18, 24. 

Scorpio: 1, 4, 9, 15, 16, 24. 

Sagittarius: 4, 9, 14, 17, 18, 26. 

Capricorn: 2, 6, 17, 19, 20, 29. 

Aquarius: 6, 11, 19, 21, 22, 27. 

Pisces: 4, 8, 9, 18, 23, 24, 
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REAL 
LIFE 


DRAMAS 


OOTSORE and tired from waiting 

table in a New York restaurant all 
day, a weary Harlem wife climbed the 
stairs to her apartment and inserted the 
key in the door. Timidly she called to 
her husband elsewhere in the walk-up 
flat, but her greeting was returned only 
by an unexpected scurrying in the apart- 
ment. Throwing open a door to investi- 
gate, she surprised her husband and a 
Long Island friend in the secrecy of the 
apartment. 

Appearing in Magistrate Court four 
days later to tell Judge James Prender- 
gast of her marital woes, the pert, long- 
haired waitress said: “When I came 
horhe on Monday and found my hus- 
band and that woman together it was 
just a little too much to take!” Her 
face was heavily covered under layers 
of pancake make-up in an attempt to 
hide a fresh injury. “Did he strike 
you?” asked the judge. 

“No,” was the tearful, throaty-voiced 
reply. “It was her. She bit me.” 

The judge promptly lodged charges 
against the “other woman” and had a 
warrant sworn for her immediate ar- 
rest. 

* * 4 
INETEEN years ago a timid, 16- 
year-old New York showgirl stood 
in Harlem’s Abyssinian Baptist Church 
and listened excitedly as the Rev. Adam 
Clayton Powell Sr. intoned the wedding 
ritual which made her the wife of a 
21-year-old entertainer. The ceremony 





in two weeks for a belated honey- 


quickly over, the couple departed from 
But she never heard from him 


the church. The young bride was sur- 
prised to learn that her husband had to 
rush off immediately for a job in a Chi- 
cago night club. He promised to return 


moon. 
again. 

In a New York Supreme Court 
recently, (Continued on Page 57) 
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TEEN | | 
TALK 





By Jane Walters 


ON’T look now, kids, but that good of life (good home, good car, good idea 
old summertime you’ve looked for- about what a teenager calls a good time) 
ward to for the past nine months is prac- __ things will be looking toward an orange. 
tically yours. Already the bright Spring colored sky. If she has none of these 
sunshine is turning sultry and sticky worldly possessions but still has a kind 
around the edges. Classrooms are clos- heart, you have an opportunity to bring 
ing down around you like prison walls. _a little sunshine into her life, to make 
Even if your credits are nearly complet- _ her glad her offspring sprung you. And 
ed and a full sheepskin pardon is within between you and me—and the end of 
grasp of your grimy little hands you can August—you can learn a lot from the 
hardly wait for vacation and its accom- old folks, things that are much more 
panying peace of mind. But whether — practical than Latin—and that gol- 
you are graduating this year or not, with derned geometry. 
academic relief comes that old disturb- Summer camp is a good and different 
ing question of what then? kind of experience. It helps you to 
Barring a session of summer school grow up. It puts red blood in your 
to make up for the geometry course you veins. It teaches you how to live with 
flunked because it interfered with your others. In camp you have responsi- 
social activities, vacation is something _ bilities and duties along with your play, 
that you can bank on, something they and you develop habits of cleanliness 
can’t take away. So give it thought, and orderliness. Nobody there will 
the deep-wrinkled brow treatment. Plan think of you as mother’s baby or the 
it as eagerly as you look forward to its apple of daddy’s eye. Sports you could 
coming. Those are precious days that not otherwise afford, such as horseback 
you cannot afford to fritter away with riding and canoeing, are taught and 
idleness. And whatever you do, how- supervised by those who had better 
ever you do it, make this vacation an know. And if you need an extra point 
unforgettable one. or two to convince the folks that camp 
A few teenagers, those from the upper _ is for you, tell them about the classes in 
strata whose parents can afford to be craft, the nature hikes, the study of the 


that way, will have their vacations all stars, training in life saving, proficiency 
planned and paid for. They will fol- in swimming and patriotic exercises. 
low the mater and the pater to the Con- Attend, if possible, an interracial camp 


tinent, thrilling to alabaster statues and .,, that you can learn tolerance and re- 
historic halls, to ancient ruins and grave- spect for kids of other races and reli- 
yards of the departed great. They will 
loll about at some exclusive country 
club or spend the hot months clad in 
bewitching playclothes at the family 
summer home beside the sea. Or they 
can go jump in a private lake, command 
a sail boat and hoist a moist sail. They 
have no problem, these kids. Their va- 
cation is in the bag. 

For the rest of you, it’s a visit to 


gions, so that when you return to school 
in the fall, you won’t be so apt to in- 
terpret everything that is said and done 
in terms of race, so that you will be less 
inclined to blame your shortcomings on 
lack of opportunities’ because of your 
color. 

If you are just an average Jack or Jill 
from an average family, you will spend 
Grandma’s, a stint at a summer camp Your three months being useful in a sal- 
or a job. aried sort of way. Working your pass- 

The Grandma sortie depends largely age through college isn’t just a gag to 
upon Grandma. If she is a VIP in her sell magazines; it is a time-honored 
hometown with plenty of the good things American cus- (Continued on Page 53) 
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YOUR 


By Helen Sides 


LONG with the month of June comes 
graduation and career planning. Of 
course you want to be successful. It’s 
natural that you should but just what are 
your ambitions? Very often it is pos- 
sible for you to realize your ambitions 
and then not be happy. 

You should take an inventory of your- 
self and decide on an ambition that is 
well within your potentialities. You need 
not be a square peg in a round hole. 

An analysis of your handwriting will 
give you the answer. It will help you 
determine what defects are within your- 
self that may prevent you from reaching 
your goal. All of us are very different 
in our likes and dislikes but we usually 
fit into one or the other of the two gen- 
eral groups of people—those who can 
stand work of a routine or monotonous 
nature and those who should seek some 
occupation which gives an element of 
variety. 

A few examples shown in this article 
will tell you what to look for in your 
own handwriting. In Fig. 1. you will 


\ . ; 
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find the type of writer who must have an 
outlet of energy that could not be satis- 
fied with routine. This style of writing 
is angular and right slanted, letter for- 
mations large and the lower loops well 
inflated. Such writers are mentally quick 
and alert, emotionally demonstrative 
with a very vivid imagination. 

The writer in Fig. 2. has good spacing 
between words. The style of writing is 
small, rounded, and carefully punctu- 
ated and all i’s well dotted. Here is a 
writer who could very easily be happy 
in a routine job. She should not find 
dull work boring. Her mind is steady, 
she’s patient, deliberate and has the abil- 
ity to concentrate. 












NEW! 
DIFFERENT! 


q nench Form 


With the original magic. 
double diagonal pull. 
The real secret of the 
French look. 


REDUCES 3 INCHES OFF 
YOUR WAISTLINE INSTANTLY é 
2Y 


Corrects your whole 
silhouette posture... 
makes you look tal- 
ler! You feel like 
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with safe, sure, concentrated 


KYRGON 


tiny, energy-packed food tablets 


At last you can get 
rid of that ugly ex- 
cess fat without re- 
sorting to harsh drugs 
or laxatives, without 
strenuous exercise or 
massage, without star- 
vation diet. Tiny, con- 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


| Beye MRS. JACKSON: I am a young girl — 
18 years of age. I have been married for 

just about three months. But now my husband 
has separated from me. He is 27 years old and 

says the reason we broke up was because | 
didn’t have a job. I had one but was laid of 
and he thought I had quit. I love him very ~ 
much and want him back but he told me he © 
would never have me back unless I had a job. © 


I have been looking for one ever since he left — 
but have been unlucky. I am beginning to 
think he really doesn’t want me back and that 
the job was his excuse for leaving me. 


Mrs. J. W. — 


centrated Kyron tab- CE 2 
lets regulate your ap- > 
petite and let you eat 
whet you want and] EAT what yeu wast — 
still you lose weight. | with KYRON yeu want less 
Kyron actually con- 
trols the amount of food you want to eat. 
You lose weight almost without realizing it. 














Dear Mrs. J. W.: There is a rather popular | 
song which seems to fit your husband very © 
well. It says something about “if you've got — 
the money honey, I’ve got the time” and it © 
seems that it voices your husband’s philosophy ~ 
to a tee. A marriage such as yours seems to he 
headed for nothing but trouble. A wife who — 
works to help her husband get started in life 
is a wonderful assistance to her mate and her 
aid and sacrifice is usually deeply appreciated. 
But any man who insists upon his wife's — 
working as a prerequisite for their staying to ~ 
gether falls much more in the class of a leech — 
than a husband. Perhaps you should take 
your philosophy from another popular song — 
and tell him, “So long—it’s been good to know 








Eat and grow thin 
with safe, sure KYRON 


The Kyron Way is to control the amount of food you ac- 
tually want, yet supply you with the necessary vitamins and food elements you 
need to keep up your pep and energy. With Kyron those extra pounds disappear 
as if by magic. Kyron is a scientific formula developed after years of medical 
research and clinical study. Don’t envy a slender, attractive figure any longer— 
enjoy having one the easy Kyron Way. Get started with Kyron today! 


Approved by doctors in hundreds of clinical tests 


Many doctors themselves have used Kyron to reduce their own 
weight and even more doctors know and approve Kyron. In care- 
fully controlled laboratory tests, Kyron has demonstrated its power 
to get rid of those ugly, extra pounds quickly, safely and easily. 


you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 23 years old and ~ 
have been married for four years. I have three — 
children, all boys. My husband and I cannot 
get along. We fight daily and I find that I do 
not love him at all. I have asked him for 4 
divorce but he refuses. Everytime we get into 
an argument he goes to my family and they — 
all turn on me. If it were not for my children 
I would leave because I cannot stand being 
whipped like a child for nothing. When I tell 
my family about the things he says and of how 


FREE! WEIGHT CHART 
IN UNUSUAL PLASTIC KEY CHAIN 
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America’s favorite reducing remedy 
Sold on 100% money back guarantee 
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Gentiemen: 
Please send me my free Weight Chart and plastic key chain. 
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he fights and hits me, they say that I am not 

telling the truth. My husband is a good pro- 

vider but I am tired of his fighting. This has 
been going on for over a year. 

Mrs. Clifford B. 

Dear Mrs. B.: A $2 marriage license gives & 

man the legal right (Continued on Page 70) 
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MY LIFE STORY: 


Fabulous Parisian performer, whose exciting hit 

return to America has made theatrical history. 

tells of her early life in St. Louis in this first in- 
stallment of her dramatic life story 


















BY JOSEPHINE BAKER 
First Part of A Serial 


AM a St. Louis woman. St. Louis is the town where 

I was born and the place where it all started. That 
makes me a St. Louis woman way down deep. In the 
years that have passed since my birth in Mercy Hos- 
pital. I have travelled far. I have been to exotic places 
and enjoved success such as | never dreamed would 
ever be mine. Since the vear 1925 | suppose my name 
has become so closely tied to the spirit and life of Paris. 
that many people mistakenly think Paris is my home 


town. But it is not. | have a great love for Paris. 








which has been so generous to me and 
taught me many beautiful things, but I 
am still a St. Louis woman. 

In the course of a quarter-century I 
have sung and danced my way around 
the world. I have appeared in the great 
cities and the villages of Europe, Africa 
and South America, and I have learned 
that the oneness of mankind is a sublime 
truth which racial and national barriers 
cannot efface. Fame and financial suc- 
cess have come my way and I have been 
divinely happy as an entertainer who re- 
gards all people as important and great 
and wonderful. 

I cannot forget St. Louis for it was 
the city that gave me life. I have gone 
back there occasionally seeking the 
scenes of my youth and hoping to recap- 
ture that feeling of innocent happiness 
that only a child can know. 

I have lived in many cities across the 
world during my lifetime, but St. Louis 
occupies a unique place in my thinking 
and in my heart. That is how it should 
be, | think. You are always close to your 
home town, and sentimental about the 
place where you were born. 

I remember St. Louis as a place where 
I got cold and hungry. I associate it 
with hardship and tragedy but also with 
the kind of delightful experience that 
can only happen when you are a little 
child. 

I look back on my youth as a time of 
wonder and restlessness and excitement. 
It was a time of struggle and privation 





Earliest known photo of Jo Baker is this 
picture of her when only two years old. 
It is taken from French newspaper. 
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She relates how she played hookey to romp with youngsters 
on block, had to go to work as a domestic in a white home 
when only 9 years old 


for all my people for we were a poor 
family. There was poverty all around 
me, the kind of poverty that encloses you 
and sometimes chokes. Until I was past 
15 I cannot remember a time when we 
were completely comfortable and secure. 
There was seldom enough to eat and we 
had to scrape and skimp to stay alive. 

We were poor but proud. Poverty 
never bowed our heads or made us 
cringe and crawl. On the contrary it 
made us all fight hard for existence. On 
the whole I think we became better hu- 
man beings because of the way we lived, 
not materially perhaps but morally. This 
is not a justification of poverty, which | 
despise, but our daily struggle to feed 
ourselves, to keep ourselves clean and to 
maintain a home gave us inner strength, 
moral purpose and a powerful sense of 
responsibility. 

Nothing came easy to us. We had to 
work and work hard for every penny we 
got. My mother early imbued us with 
the idea of hard, honest work. Mother 
was a stern good Christian woman who 
believed in independence and had a won- 
derful kind of integrity. 

Mama went out to work in other peo- 





Early French movie which starred Jo Baker 
was Bird Of Islands in which she sang in- 
side golden cage with elaborate setting. 


ple’s homes, cleaning and scrubbing. She 
did a lot of odd jobs, earning small 
wages which she used to feed and clothe 
us. She went out every morning to work 
as early as I can remember. Sometimes 
she left the house while it was still dark. 
Her work day was long and monoto- 
nous. But she never faltered or weak. 
ened. Mama has always been a person 
of immense strength of will and she 
knew she had to work for us. That was 
all there was to it. 

How hard Mama used to work! I re. 
member accompanying her to her job 
long before I was big enough to work 
myself. It seemed that Mama’s work 
never ended. I can see her now, her back 
bent over a washtub, or on her knees 
scouring somebody’s kitchen or waxing 
the floors of some rich white woman’s 
dining room. 

Our home was a simple place but | 
loved it. It was clean and tidy. Mama 
saw to that. “Cleanliness comes next to 
Godliness,” she used to tell us. And she 
made us keep our bodies clean and our 
clothes too. Mama believed our home 
should be as clean as any of the man- 
sions she did her daily work in. “We 
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Making up at Folies Bergere, Jo is shielded 


only by bejeweled fan held by maid. Jo 
gets $11,000 weekly in U.S. appearances. 
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may be poor,” she used to say, “but we 
can keep our heads high and not live 
like animals.” 

I don’t know where my mother got the 
strength and energy to put in a full day’s 
work and then come home and care for 
her family. There seemed to be little 
time for amusement for her. We children 
had fun, but Mama kept working some- 
times far into the night. There were 
times when I thought Mama would col- 
lapse from sheer overwork. But she kept 
going somehow and our little home sur- 
vived largely due to her management, 
thrift and discipline. 


LOVED Mama with a consuming 

passion. She was the most wonderful 
person in the world. Strong and dark- 
brown and with wonderful eyes that 
could sweep you with love or pierce you 
with a terrible anger. 

Mama was born in the United States 
but her parents were from Martinique in 
the French West Indies. Her name was 
Carrie McDonald Baker and she was a 
profoundly good woman. I never knew 
my father, but from what Mama told me 
about him he must have been a fine per- 
son. Sometimes I used to sit at Mama’s 
feet in the evenings while she sewed and 
listen to her reminisce about her girl- 
hood and my father. It made her happy 
to recall those days. 

“What kind of a man was my 
Daddy?” I asked her once. Mama 
looked at me (Continued on Page 71) 


Portrait of Jo Baker by world-famous Har- 


court in Paris gives her arresting, African 
mask-like effect. 


Jo Baker and her mother were reunited in Paris several years ago, when mother came 
from St. Louis to live with her famous daughter in her Chateau des Mirandes (below) 
in the Dordogne valley. Chateau was built in 12th Century. 





Lis 
PREACHER 
TAKES A 
WIFE 


When the First Pisgah Church got a new minister who turned things topsy-turvy, 
the congregation was willing to accept everything as long as the church grew 
swiftly—everything but the pastor’s unusual marriage 


7 YEARS AGO, if anyone had told me that I, a high- 

ly-respected young minister, would be writing a dramatic 
story, out of my own experience, for a confessions maga- 
zine, | would have branded it the very height of insanity. 
Even, as it is, when some of the stiffer-necked members of 
my congregation read and recognize my story, they may 
nort with disapproval that I have bared to the world so 
intimate and sensational a part of my life. 

But I want to tell the readers of TAN CONFESSIONS my 
story simply because it is a chronicle from which a deep 
Christian lesson may be learned. It is in a way a sermon and 
| do not believe that all sermons have to be preached from 
pulpits. Perhaps, among the thousands of readers of this pub- 
lication, one doubting person steeped in sin—or one holier- 
than-thou Christian, intolerant of the basic good that is to 
be found in all humans—will see the light when he reads 
this amazing tale of how a Man of God married a woman of 
sin and brought her into the church where she became a 
sanctified woman whose name became blessed among right- 
living men and women of God. 

| have been the pastor of an exquisite little church in a 


LO 


suburban community of a large city for five years. I was 
fresh out of divinity school when I accepted the charge and, 
for several months after I took over the pulpit, I fought a 
hard battle to win the confidence of my congregation and 
church officers who regarded me with doubt and wonder 
because of my youth. My dear old dad, now dead, had been 
a successful pastor for forty years and as I sat in my study 
late at night on one of those earliest evenings of my first 
pastorate, I recalled words of advice dad had given me about 
getting along successfully as a minister. 

“Son,” he had said, “I always consult the wise old heads 
of the church—and then I analyze the wise young ones and 
then I take it to the Supreme Court.” 

Dad’s Supreme Court was God and he made his petitions 
on bended knees, asking the Lord, in prayer, to help him 
solve his problems. Thinking of this precious advice from 
my sage old father—and recalling the almost hostile stares 
of the welcoming committee of deacons and trustees who 
had greeted me at the train on my arrival, I dropped to my 
knees in the study and asked God to help me be a good 
pastor and leader of my people. (Continued on Page 48) 





“Everyone in town knows you’re running around with that Lee Street girl.” 











4, ARLY AUTUMN had already be- 
gun to turn the trees outside my 
window into a symphony in color. As 
I stood, gazing absently at the falling 
leaves and thinking how quickly sum- 
mer had gone, I heard Steve open the 
door behind me and walk softly over 
to where I was standing. His face was 
drawn in a worried frown and the 
muscles in his jaws were set hard and 
tense as they always were when some- 
thing hadn’t quite gone to suit him. 
“Jenny,” he said quietly, “I know 
you've been wondering when we're 
going to move back into Chicago, but 
I’m afraid I’ve got a little unpleasant 


news for you.” He paused and our 


Unwelcome 


Wife 


eyes met in a steady gaze. “I—I’ve just 
had a talk with mother and dad and 
we're not going back into Chicago this 
year. We’re going to stay right on here 
at the summer place—maybe just for 
the winter, maybe for good. I don’t 
know.” 

| crushed the cigarette I had been 
smoking and turned to look him full in 
the face. “You mean we're going to 
continue living up here and not even 
try to find a place of our own in Chi- 
cago as we had planned?” 
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Steve’s eyes dropped to the floor and 
he pawed at the rug with one foot, 
tracing its indefinite pattern with little 
half-circle motions. “I hope you’re not 
too disappointed, Jenny. But after all, 
this is what you’ve been used to—I 
mean, well, this is your home town and 
youll be nearer your dad and Aunt 
Leey.... 

He was fumbling for the right words 
and it was obvious that he had said 


more than he, had meant to. 

What I had been used to! The 
words fairly burned in my mind. Sure, 
this little one-horse resort town was my 
home and I was used to it. But I wasn’t 
used to this overstuffed mansion that 
Steve and his family called a summer 
home. That was the Willowby world 
and I didn’t belong. And nobody had 
made me -feel surer of that than had 
Steve’s mother, Mrs. Willowby. 








The words struck with as much hurt as I had hoped they would. 
Steve’s face darkened in a silent rage and he sat there stonily, 
his hand poised momentarily to strike me. 


“Steve,” I said evenly, trying to hide 
the anger that was mounting inside me, 
“why don’t you be honest with yourself 
and admit the real reason for our stay- 
ing on up here. It’s me, isn’t it? Your 
mother doesn’t want to go back to Chi- 
cago and have to introduce me to her 
high-tone friends. That’s it, isn’t it? 
I’m not good enough for you. I don’t 
belong to the Willowby set—me, just an 
ordinary country girl—I’d be out of 


place, wouldn’t [? Sure, that’s it. You 
don’t have to tell me. I’ve known it 
ever since we ran off and got married 
and came back to this!” 

“Jenny!” Steve’s voice was like a 
whip, cracking in sudden anger. “You 
have no right to say things like that! 
We’ve got to stay up here and that’s all 
there is to it. Dad—well, Dad needs a 
rest and I’ll have to run this place and 
try to look after the cab business by 


Jenny thought that she was 
being snubbed by her hus- 
band’s family when he 


wouldn’t move into the big 


city, but then she found out 


about the skeleton in his fam- 


ily’s closet 


going back and forth once or twice a 
week. There is no other reason, and 
if there was, there certainly wouldn't 
be any as silly as you’ve concocted.” 
The fact that he refused to be honest 
with me served only to add to the hurt 
I already carried in my heart. I turned 
away from him, trying to hide the tears 
that were already spilling down my 
cheeks. Then I heard his footsteps 
going toward the door and his voice, 
more evenly, was saying. “Reed Gib- 
son’s just driven up from Chicago to 
spend the last of the season with us. 
We'll be having dinner shortly and I— 
I'd rather you wouldn’t mention any- 
thing to him about our not going back 
this year.” 
As he pulled the door shut behind him 
I wondered to myself how much longer 
we would go on living in this vacuum. 
High barriers had risen between us, 
barriers that had sprung up from that 
moment five months ago when Steve 
had brought me to this house and intro- 
duced me to his mother—as his wife. 
In other years when he had come to 
Benton Harbor on his summer vacations, 
nothing had mattered except the thrill 
of our being together, sunning on the 
beach, swimming in the lake or taking 
long walks over the acres and acres of 
farmland that surrounded his father’s 
elaborate summer home. It didn’t mat- 
ter to either of us that my father was 
a handyman around town and that my 
home was a weathered old house sitting 
back off a dirt road. But that night 
when Steve and I had driven off im- 
pulsively and gotten married, every- 
thing seemed to suddenly matter ter- 
ribly. A wall had sprung up betweén 
us, clearly dividing our separate worlds. 
Mrs. Willowby hadn’t openly disap- 
proved of our marriage, but | could tell 
from her icy tones and the cunning ways 
she always managed to make me feel 
small, that she would rather Steve had 
married one (Continued on Page 60) 
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If You Married .. . 
HERB LANCE 


OUR DAYS would be singing ones and your nights 

would be dreamy and romantic. Life would be highly 
musical with Herb Lance, for music is life and he is passion- 
ately in love with life,.its pleasures, its sensations and its 
exciting uncertainties. There’d never be dull moments with 
this man. He’d see to that. He moves gracefully but swiftly. 
His mind crackles with sharp wit and his brain is constantly 
buzzing with ideas and plans. 

The insecurity that wives of celebrities feel would not be a 
problem for you because of Herb’s extreme modesty which 
really borders on shyness. Though his girl fans would gush 
and ogle him wherever he sang, you'd feel all right about it. 
He would constantly be assuring you of his love and faith- 
fulness, and more important,. proving by his deeds that you 
were the one woman in his life. 

After a while you’d get used to the easy way he calls 
everybody “baby,” men and women, and you'd realize that 
this strong guy of yours has a heart as big as a barn door 
and a love for humanity that is all-embracing. There’s 
nothing small about Herb. He can take adulation in his 
stride and remain the grand fellow he always was. Success 
does not inflate his ego or make him adopt offensive man- 
nerisms. The boys he knocked around with while in Howard 
High in Georgetown, S. C. can still talk to him and swap 
stories like they did years ago. 

Your husband is perpetually standing in the spotlight of 
the glamorous world of smart night clubs and theaters, but 
the glare never dazzles him or blinds him to the solid reali- 
ties of life. He keeps his feet squarely on the ground. 

You'd be proud of this brawny, smiling rugged he-man 
of a husband. Nothing weak or retiring about him. He 
knows what he wants and goes after it directly though never 
too aggressively. He’s the kind of guy who comes to the 
point and makes up his mind quickly. You'd learn to lean 
on this wonderful guy with the heart throb in his voice. 
He’d dominate you and you'd love it. 

Living with Herb would be stable and healthy. After he 
is through working, he likes to get away from the tinsel 
and glitter of the night life and get down to fundamentals 
with a good book or classical recordings. You'd get an 
education in music and literature for his tastes are wide 
and highly-developed. 

Sports would occupy a big place in your married life, 
and you would soon realize that they are important to Herb. 
He was a three-letter man in school and his taste for athletics 
has never left him. You'd tag along to all the track meets 
and fights and find yourself standing up with him cheering 
yourself hoarse. You'd find him running off to the beach 
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at all hours of the day and night, with a pair of trunks in 
his hand. Then he’d confide that one of his dearest hapes 
is to either own a cute little home near the ocean or have a 
swimming pool in your own backyard. 

Your man would be forever studying and practicing to 
develop his talent and enlarge his repertoire. Sometimes 
you’d find his hard work excessive and scold him a bit. But 
he would always answer, “Baby, I know so little. I’ve got 
to work hard to improve my singing.” That would be all 
he’d have to say. You'd know he was right, and reach up 
and kiss him hard. Life with Herb would be hard work 
but a lot of wonderful fun too. 

Even though you’d heard his rendition of Close Your Eyes 
a hundred times or more, you’d tug at him while you were 
doing the dishes or strolling through the park, and ask him 
to sing it for you very softly. And he’d always oblige, bend- 
ing low and looking straight into your eyes as he crooned 
the song that catapulted him into the top bracket of the 
country’s exciting new singers. 

He’s a God-fearing lad, this Herb Lance. He goes to 
church every Sunday and very often sings in the choir. In 
New York you'd get used to his regular visits to Metropolitan 
Church in Harlem where he gets great spiritual satisfaction 
out of singing with the fine choir of that church. 

A fascinating circle of friends would be regular droppers- 
in at your home. Your guy knows a lot of boxers, because 
the ring has always had a powerful fascination for him. 
Sandy Saddler, the featherweight champion, would be a fre- 
quent visitor and you’d grow to love his dead-pan face and 
warm nature. : 

Another famous friend of Herb’s who would promptly 
become another adopted member of your family would be 
the fabulous Billy Eckstine. Herb and “Mr. B.” have known 
each other a few years and have a real fondness for each 
other. They hang out a lot together when both are in the 
same city, and share similar tastes in music, sports and 
clothes. “B” would be behind your husband, encouraging 
him all the time, for he has faith in his talent and belief in 
the fine personality possessing it. 

As the years went on your admiration for Herb, his 
strength and thoughtfulness, would grow. You’d have your 
differences, but they’d be patched up quickly, since Herb 
is not the sort of man who keeps a grudge or harbors 
smoldering resentments against anyone. Life with him 
would be a real delight. You'd never regret marrying him 
and your sole problem would be: how to hold the love of 
such a sweet guy and justify-his complete confidence in you 
as a wife and a human being? 
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“We both know what happened out there on the beach. What 
are we going to do about it?” The next moment he swept me in 
his arms and showered me with kisses. 





Susan fled desperately when she found she could not resist 


her desire for Paul. 


But then came a crisis and she had to 


return to face her illicit love for Agatha’s husband 


_ A COMMON THIEF I sneaked away from the house 

in which I’d found more happiness than I ever dreamed 
| could exist. Bitter tears blurred my vision as I looked back 
= at the cozy cottage, its windows dark, warm and serene in 
| the moonlight. I wanted to capture and imprison the beauti- 
ful scene in my memory in order to have something to sustain 
me in the long, lonely years to come. 

My footsteps echoed hollowly along the deserted sidewalk 
as | made my way toward the train that would carry me far 
away to a new life—an empty one. I scarcely noticed the 
weight of the suitcase I carried. I was leaving with only the 
few things I’d brought with me those six glorious months 
ago; just some personal belongings—and the illicit love of 
my sister’s husband. . . . 

I guess it was a longing for the family I’d never had that 
finally overcame my fears of intruding in the private lives 
of my sister Agatha and Paul, her husband. So I really 
didn’t put up a vigorous protest when Agatha insisted right 
after her honeymoon, “Of course you'll come and stay with 
us, Susan!” she said, fluttering her delicate hands in a 
helpless gesture. “What would I ever do without my ‘Mother 
Hen’? It wouldn’t be home without you around, and Paul 
agrees with me.” 

I smiled at her use of the pet name she’d given me years 


ago when, as the eldest, I suddenly became mother and father 
after our real parents died. Actually, it was my fears of how 
Paul would accept.an “outsider” that had first caused me to 
hesitate when Agatha made her suggestion. I’d seen Paul 
only three or four times and although I was convinced that 
he loved my sister dearly, I couldn’t blame him if he had 
objected to taking me in. 

But Agatha assured me that he had agreed without hesi- 
tation. So, without a valid excuse why I shouldn’t and lured 
by the prospect of at last becoming part of a real “family,” 
I finally gave in to Agatha’s pleas. How could I know that 
this was the beginning of a series of events that snowballed 
into a virtual avalanche of twisted, tortured emotions that 
seemed destined to smash the happiness we sought so des- 
perately ? 

In a sense, Agatha’s marriage marked the end of my role 
as guardian. From the moment we were thrown on our own, 
my one concern was to shield her from the harsh realities 
of life, partly because I was older and partly because Aga- 
tha’s charm and beauty seemed too fragile to cope with the 
routine struggle for existence. She was slim, almost to the 
point of being skinny, but her smooth copper-colored skin 
curved attractively giving her the tall, willowy appearance of 
a fashion model. Her grayish eyes (Continued on Page 58) 
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"Get out, you fool,” I shrieked. “Cet out 


Because Joan was deeply in love 


with Marty, she could not 


hurt him by telling him 
the truth—that her 


sister had walked out on him 


| ee THE THIRD TIME that night, | 
picked up the phone. For the third time, 
I heard that same coolly courteous reply: 

“Martin Ballard’s condition is fair. No, 
we cannot tell you if he will regain his 
sight.” 

The hospital phone clicked in abrupt 
finality. Sixty taut seconds passed on the 
big hall clock. And each slow beat was 
like a million hammers pounding my heart 
as | tried to make myself believe that these 
three days had been but a tortured fantasy 


you are still blind, so blind.” 


when he became a blind man 


of love unfulfilled. 

The screaming headlines of the Houston 
Post: “TWENTY INJURED IN REFIN- 
ERY BOILER BLAST.” Scalding water, 
erupting like a volcano in Marty’s face 
when the pressure gauge had failed to func- 
tion. An editorial, quickly forgotten in the 
fleetness of print about “the blinded Negro 
hero who had groped through an ocean of 
steam to shut off the boiler and prevent 
more tragedy.” A letter of condolence and 
appreciation from (Continued on Page 53) 














She taught the Duke of Windsor to do the Black Bottom and Cole Porter wrote 
his popular “‘Miss Otis Regrets” for her. She is still Bricktop, close friend of Europe’s 


smart set who flocked to her night club when Paris bistros were in their heyday 


By DONALD WILLIAMS 


In front of her new home in Rome, Brick- 
top shows the smile that made her the most 
famous night club hostess in Europe. 
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i WAS shortly after midnight on a May evening in 1924 when 
Ada “Bricktop” Smith first saw Paris. She had been playing 
in small clubs in the States when a friend got her a job at a place 
called the Grand Duc in Paris. It sounded like the chance of a life- 
time, playing to statesmen and kings at this high-sounding bistro. 

And then she walked into the Grand Duc that first night in 
May to start work. It was a bitter blow to see the small, dingy 
cub that did not even match the speakeasies back home. She 
broke down and cried. A sympathetic busboy did his best to com- 
fort her. Finally he convinced her to give the place a try, to stay 
in Paris and entertain its cosmopolitan people. 

Bricktop stayed—for 15 years until she fled back to the U. S. 
when war broke out. She became as much a part of the Paris 
scene as the Eiffel Tower and Arc de Triomphe. Her name on 
her own club became a legend in the entertainment world and 
Europe’s royalty came flocking to her door. 

Today at 56, she has fond memories of the busboy who encour- 
aged her to stay in Paris. He was Langston Hughes, who was later 
to become a world-famed author. Hughes wrote of the episode 
in The Big Sea in these words: “She took one look at the 
Grand Duc where she was to work—and she cried like a baby. 
But in later years she had the royalty of Europe coming to her 
at her own place.” 

Bricktop’s career since she arrived in Paris has been an amaz- 
ing chronicle that brought her fame as “Queen of the Night 
Clubs.” She was to the bistro set in Europe what Texas Guinan 
was to nighteries in the States during the roaring 20’s. Novelist 





| Magnani are visitors to Bricktop’s’in Rome. 


Italian movie stars Raf Vallone and Anna 





Lena Horne was visitor to Bricktop’s night 
club during visit to Paris last year. 
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Champagne flowed freely in Bricktop’s club back in the 
20’s and 30’s. This 1933 photo shows Bricktop joining in 
drink with Joyce Pittman in Paris bistro. 


Royalty like Count and Countess Rudy 
Crespi are close friends of entertainer. 
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F. Scott Fitzgerald, whose life was retold 
fictionally in the best seller The Disen- 
chanted, wrote in his Babylon Revisited 
about how he “had parted with so many 
hours and so much money” at Brick- 
top’s. 

The girl who was once just plain Ada 
Smith of Chicago has lived through a 
couple of fortunes. She has been wined 
and dined by royalty and knows inti- 
mately such world famous personalities 
as Ali Khan, Gloria Vanderbilt, Barbara 
Hutton, Doris Duke, Elsa Maxwell, and 
the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, 
whose romance she saw blossom in her 
tiny resort club in the south of France. 

Today Europe’s royalty and social ar- 
biters still follow her wherever she goes. 
When she opens a club, the only name 
she puts over the door is “Bricktop.” 
Her ads in the newspapers are simple. 
“Bricktop Is Open” is all you'll read, 
with the address and phone number in 
But that’s enough. The 
word Bricktop is magic and does the 
trick. 

“For the past 40 years I’ve been an 
entertainer, mostly in Europe and in 
clubs of my own. Before the war, I had 
planned never to go back to the United 
States, but in 1939 the decision was 
made for me—I had to go back because 
of the war. So I went and stayed four 
years in New York and I was more than 


small print. 


shocked at the prejudice that existed. 
Now I’m back in Europe and I mean to 
stay.” 

That’s how Bricktop sums up _ her 
amazing history. But summing up leaves 
out all the high spots: like the time the 
truant officer yanked her out of the 
chorus line at Chicago’s Pekin Theatre 


and dragged her back to school; like 


In her home in Rome Bricktop lives quietly while planning new night club venture. First club she opened there lasted only a month. 


how she got the name Bricktop, and 
who gave it to her; like the time Cole 
Porter wrote Miss Otis Regrets especially 
for her; or the time the Prince of Wales 
asked her to teach him the Charleston; 
or when the late Lady Mendl put her 
on a boat for the U. S. in 1939, as the 
Germans drew near to Paris. 

How it all began is a story as color- 
ful as her mass of freckles and her once 
brick-red hair that eventually earned for 
her the fabulous name of “Bricktop.” 

“IT was born in Alderson, West Vir- 
ginia,” she confides to friends occa- 
sionally in retracing the history of her 
amazing career, “but I'll take Chicago 
anytime, because Chicago actually gave 
me my start as an entertainer. 

“My father died when I was four, and 
not long after that my mother took me 
and my sister to Chicago to live. When 
I was fourteen I got interested in the 
stage. I don’t know why exactly, except 
at the time it seemed glamorous and | 
wasn’t particularly fond of sitting all day 
in aschoolroom. At any rate I began to 
hang around stage doors until I finally 
landed a job as a chorus girl at the old 
Pekin Theatre at 27th and State Street. 
I just knew then that the world was mine 
and everything would be all right. It 
was—or at least I thought it was—until 
the truant officer finally caught up with 
me. You just couldn’t quit school at 
fourteen and go to work, so he took me 
out of the chorus line and marched me 
back to school.” 

A year passed. The truant officer was 
either too busy or had forgotten about 
the incident. But the 15-year-old girl 
with entertaining in her blood hadn’t 
forgotten that one break and she was 
still trying to crash into show business. 
Finally she got another chance. 





“IT never will forget that one,” Brick 
says quietly. “I was working for Ray 
Jones at the time when Jack Johnson 
came in the place one day and said he 
would like to use me when he opened 
his new club—the Cafe de Champ on 
31st Street. It was a bigger and better 
spot so I went as part of the Oma Crosby 
Trio. ' 
least the people who came in the place 
seemed to think so—and actually we 
had ideas about staying together for a 
long time. But the place was closed 
down when Johnson’s wife committed 
suicide, and since things weren’t too 
good around Chicago, we broke up and 
I went to Minneapolis to work and later 
to St. Paul. 

“Finally, when I did come back to 
Chicago I teamed up again with two 
girls to form a trio. They were Cora 


We were pretty good, too—a 


Green and Florence Mills, the same 
Florence who was later the star of Lew 
Leslie’s Blackbirds and one of Broad- 
ways biggest stars. She had been in 
New York, but didn’t like it, and Cora 
had come in from Atlantic City. We 
formed the trio one evening while the 
three of us were having dinner in the 
same place and talking over show busi- 
ness. 

“At the time there was a club at 35th 
and State called the Panama. We went 
to see the boss about work and named 


_ourselves the Panama Trio after we were 


hired. But we had only been there a 
short while when the boss came to me 
one day and told me to give Florence 
her notice. Luckily, however, before | 
could tell her she was through, the boss 
heard her singing in the dressing room. 
After asking a few questions about her, 
he changed his mind about firing her. 
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We stayed on at the Panama until the 
place was finally closed down because 
of a shooting scrape, leaving us out 
of a job and me almost back where | 
started.” 

Like most youngsters trying to crash 
into show business in those days, young 
Ada Smith couldn’t afford to be choosy 
about where she worked. Getting a job 
—any kind of a job in the entertainment 
world—meant the difference between 
keeping her name before the public or 
starving. She finally landed a spot on a 
second-rate vaudeville circuit which car- 
ried her to Omaha, Nebraska, again to 
Minneapolis, then back to Chicago and 
finally to New York City—the one place 
that could mean star-spangled success 
to an entertainer or dismal, crushing 
failure. 

To Bricktop it meant neither. For 
New York was only to be a stopping- 
off place in her glittering career, a kind 
of milestone that marked an era when 
such spots as the old Entertainer’s Club 
and Connie’s Inn were in their heyday. 
Bricktop worked them all, and though 
she admits that New York was a turning 
point in her life, it actually only sup- 
plied her with a nickname which she 
herself was later to make famous. 

“Those were really the days,” she says 
warmly, remembering the good times 
and the bad, and all the friendships she 
made along the way in her 40 years of 
show business. “I was just 16 when | 
got to New York and in a way I sup- 
pose it was a sort of a turning point in 
my career. I found work, all right, but 
not until after I learned what the people 
out East wanted in the way of entertain- 
ment. They wanted you to be friendly 
and down-to-earth, and that’s something 
I've never (Continued on Page 46) 


During war Bricktop went to Mexico City and opened night club there where she sang 
with international set. But she longed for Paris and returned in 1949. 


Seeing Rome sights Bricktop gets around to Vatican and Coliseum and partakes of Paris custom of coffee at outdoor sidewalk cafe. 








Syl was too busy making a law career for 

himself to give Dora the love and attention 

she needed and she finally turned to alcohol 
for an escape 


M Y HAND trembled violently as it slid across the mahog- 
. any bar towards the brimming whiskey glass. “Two 
hands for beginners,” laughed the bartender, amused at my 
apparent awkwardness. But the moment my fingers closed 
around the tapering smoothness, I raised the glass expertly 
to my lips, not wasting a drop, and downed the double shot 
in one motion. 

“Well, I'll be—!” The bartender stared at me in amaze- 
ment, automatically polishing the bar top with his folded 
towel. I nodded towards the row of bottles behind him, and 
shaking his head as if he hadn’t believed what he’d seen, he 
refilled my glass. 

After the second drink had burned down my throat to my 
stomach, the liquid fire branched out into the rest of my 
body and it was like a life-giving tonic. “Beginner?” | 
snorted, my voice raspy from the raw liquor, “Mister, I got 
news for you!” I fished a crumpled cigarette from my purse 
and flicked off the loose shreds of tobacco and stuck it be- 
tween my lips. The bartender held a match for me and I saw 
his practiced eye take in my expensive coat, the trim, tailored 
suit | wore, the imported alligator purse that lay with its 
contents spilling onto the bar. 

I chuckled. “No, I’m not an ordinary barfly. I’ll bet I can 
drink any two people you name under the table.” He said 
nothing, just gazed at me with a half-amused expression on 
his chubby brown face. “Wanna bet?” I challenged. 

He held up his hand. “I never argue with a lady.” 

“Lady? Yeah,” I said sarcastically, “Dora Motley—lady 
lush.” The neon-lighted whiskey bottles along the rear mir- 
ror slipped in and out of my focus. “Wanna know what’s in 
those bottles? Wanna know what you’re selling?” I asked. 

“They’re heartaches—amillions of heartaches in each one 
of those pretty bottles. Well, I’ve had my share of them— 
mine and somebody else’s too! Wanna know something 
else?” 

“Keep talking, it’s your story,” (Continued on Page 63) 
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“When the man you love lives for nothing but his career and 
when he tosses you aside for a pretty face, then you’ve only got 
one true friend in the world—whiskey.” 
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HE SPEEDING HOT-ROD careened 

down the highway, tires screeching and 
motor roaring, as Stuart jammed his foot 
down on the accelerator. The car leaped and 
rocked like a wild thing and I gripped the 
door of the open roadster until my fingers 
ached. Forgotten was the silly quarrel that 
had touched off Stuart’s fit of jealous anger. 
All I could think of was getting out of that 
souped-up auto and away from the wild-eyed 
youth who seemed bent on driving us both to 
our destruction. 

“Stu,” I whimpered, “don’t do it. Please 
stop—please, please!”” My voice rose hys- 
terically. 

“Why?” He shouted over the roar of the 
motor. “So you can go back to some other 
guy—one of those slobs down at the office?” 
There was a fanatical gleam in his eye and 
he talked with tight-lipped grimness. “If | 
can’t have you, then no one will!” 

I guess I died a thousand deaths during 
that perilous, breathtaking ride. And whether 
or not a drowning person sees his life pass 
before him, I can say that the events of the 
past few months flashed through my brain 
with a rapidity that rivaled our mile-a-minute 
speed down the highway. . . . 

Stu had been copy boy at the newspaper 
office where I worked for several months be- 
fore I even noticed him, really looked at him, 
that is. Naturally he was introduced to the 
staff when he first came to work and since | 
handled the “morgue” I saw him whenever 
he came into the library to get material from 
the files. 

But it wasn’t until Chuck Winters, one of 
the reporters, made a crack about my “silent 
love” that I learned what all the fellows 
around the city desk had been joking about 
for weeks. “If I’ve got a ‘silent love’ around 
here, then it’s a pleasant relief from all the 


ELLS GREATEST 


FURKY 


When sdily hesitated in accepting Stu’s proposal of marriage, he showed 
that hell’s greatest fury is not a woman scorned—but rather a suitor scorned 


loud-mouths who are on the make around 
here,” I cracked. 

Chuck shoved a cigarette into the corner 
of his mouth. “You can laugh if you want 
to, Sugar, but it’s a fact. No kidding, Sally, 
the guy’s nuts about you.” 

“What guy?” I demanded. 

“Why, Stu, of course. He’s not a kid, you 
can believe that, Sally. He’s a big boy, now!” 

Well, that was how it started. Stu was a 
year or two younger than I, but as Chuck 
had said, he wasn’t a kid. He had good looks” 
and a lot of personality and I enjoyed chat- 
ting with him over the “coffee-and” he 
started bringing up to my office every morn- 
ing at ten. Then we started going out together 
to the show, roller skating rink and now and 
then a boxing show—nothing serious be 
cause I made it a practice to date all the 
single fellows at the office without playing — 
favorites. 

I had no intention of getting romantically 
involved with any man for quite a while, but — 
I soon discovered that Stu had other ideas. — 
At first it was just chance remarks he let drop 
that should have warned me. I remember one © 
day when we were alone in the library he — 
grabbed my hand and gritted, “Sally, it 
burns me up the way these other fellows 
around here paw all over you! And that big: 
headed Chuck—he acts like he owns you!” 

“But Chuck is always horsing around with 
the girls here,” I protested. “He doesn’t mean 
any harm, so we take it good naturedly.” 

“Just the same,” Stu persisted, “I don't 
like it!” 

I laughed it off, but Stu’s attitude didn’t 
seem quite so comical when a few days later 
I wouldn’t give him a date because I’d prom- 
ised to go out with Rocky, the photographer. 
Stu practically blew his top. Still raving, he 
stomped out of the office and I didn’t see him 
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for a few days. Then, one morning | 
found a box of chocolates and a note 
from Stu on my desk. He had written a 
pathetic apology for the terrible scene 
he made. “You may as well know it 
now,” he wrote, “I love you, Sally. I 
guess that’s what makes me so darn 
jealous.” 

I liked Stuart very much and his con- 
fession of love for me started me think- 
ing. More than once after that he openly 
showed his intense jealousy and each 


“I’m sorry, Sally. To spy on someone 
sinking pretty low. I just had to know who you'd gone to the 


dance with.” 


time he cited this as evidence of his love. 

I found myself spending more and 
more time with Stu and taking, his fre- 
quent proposals of marriage seriously. 
But something held me back, a vague 
reluctance deep in my heart to give my 
love to him freely and completely. It 
wasn’t only that at the age of 23 I wasn’t 
quite ready to settle down, but increas- 
ingly, Stu’s violent temper and jealous 
outbursts loomed as the biggest obstacle. 
What would married life with him be 


someone vou love—is 


like? I asked myself repeatedly. It was 
obvious that I would have to give up 
most of my friends—especially men—if 
we got married. 


G TRICTLY by accident I found the 


answer to my dilemma. Being librar- 


ian at the paper, it was my job to read 


and clip stories and articles from other 


papers and magazine and file them for 
future reference. Perhaps it was because 
it was foremost (Continued on Page 75) 
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Here Comes The Bride 


UNE, with its sunshine and warm breezes, in a sort of 

unofficial way seems to start the summer activities. Plans 
are in progress for summer vacations, beaches, picnics, week- 
end trips and garden parties. But biggest news of this ro- 
mantic month are bridal activities. For nothing can com- 
pare with the pomp of a June wedding. There is the gay 
round of festivities—the trousseau selection, parties, show- 


ers, and then finally the wedding and reception. 

Orange blossoms and lilies fill the air. Old shoes and rice 
start the happy couple on their honeymoon. 

Indeed, June is a busy month! There is shopping for the 
bride and the family’s summer wardrobe, house cleaning for 
your summer guest, and getting the kids ready for camp. 
It all adds up to vacation time. 
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Lily And Petal Sandwiches 


ut thinly sliced bread in 2% inch rounds, 
and spread them with cream cheese. Place a 
trip of Kraft’s “Old English” Cheese (2 inches 
long and % inch thick) in the center of each 
und to form the stamen, then roll each round 
y-fashion. Place a piece of parsley-stem in 
end of each lily. Petal sandwiches are 
made with rounds of bread spread with cream 
1eese decorated with split stuffed olives. 





Assorted Tea Sandwiches 


Cut white bread and whole wheat bread in 
small fancy shapes, and make sandwiches with 
Kraft cheese spreads for fillings. For pin- 
wheels cut thin slices and length of a loaf of 
white bread, trim the crusts, spread with one 
of the cheese spreads and place a row of 
stuffed olives, lengthwise, across one end of 
the slice. Roll from this end like jelly roll, 
wrap in wax paper and chill until ready to 
serve, then cut in half-inch slices. 


Sandwiches 


UMMER TIME is sandwich time and 

time for new ideas and combina- 
tions for picnics and parties. Dainty 
sandwiches seem to fit into menus, teas 
and receptions for hot weather entertain- 
ment with a bit more personality than 
usual. 

Tiny open-faced sandwiches are cer- 
tainly eye catchers for any table, with a 
bit of parsley or watercress, a dash of 
paprika adding so much to their beauty. 
Bear in mind these pointers: 

Spice your fillings with bits of lemon 
juice, tabasco sauce or mustard. Be sure 
the fillings have zip and are tasty. Don’t 
make fillings and toppings too soft, so 
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For Summer 


that they will be running and hard to 
handle. Day-old bread does a much 
better job than fresh bread. 

Whether your needs of sandwiches are 
for picnics, lunches, teas or cocktail par- 
ties, these clever attractive bite size 
sandwiches are as easy to make as the 
cream cheese party sandwiches below. 
These are made simply by cutting thin 
slices of white bread into finger strips, 
and covering each with cream cheese 
slightly softened with milk and forced 
through a pastry tube. Garnish each 
strip with a tiny sprig of parsley, ar- 
range them on a round chop plate and 
fill the center with radish roses. 
































Watercress Sandwiches 


Spread thin slices of white bread sparingly 
with a combination of mustard and mayon- 
naise or melted butter. Add several sprigs of 
watercress sprinkled with celery salt. Roll 
tightly and seal edges with a bit of soft butter. 
Chill until ready to serve. Decorate with a 
slice of pimento and place on serving platter. 
Whole wheat bread may be used if desired. 





















Party Sandwich Tray 


Attractive plate of assorted tea sandwiches 
made in various shapes and fillings combine 
such treats as avocado-pineapple tea sand- 
wiches, celery seed, cucumber, cream cheese- 
jelly cube, cream cheese-deviled ham ribbon, 
deviled ham-peanut butter, raisin-peanut but- 
ter, roquefort-vegetable log and shrimp-olive 
swirl. These sandwiches are ready for any 
occasion. 
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ariety of perfumes gives women choice for different occasions and moods. Perfume is most personal of accessories. 


One of most lasting spots for using perfume is in crook of the el- 
bow. Perfume on cotton tucked into bra also gives lasting fragrance. 


is a sure technique for glamour. 





Make sure to put sev- 


eral drops of perfume on 
going-out hankie. 


Good Taste 


In Perfume 


ls THERE anything for which women strive more than the 

assurance of good taste in all they do? Every true lady 
wants to feel sure within herself that the way she acted at 
luncheon or in the office or at that dance last night was in 
good taste. Every smart woman wears her clothes with as- 
surance because she knows they are in good taste. Every 
truly feminine heart likes to know that her accessories are 
in good taste as the finishing touch to the front which she 
presents to the people she meets. And one of the most im- 
portant of these accessories is perfume—hidden though it 
may be—because it is the most personal. It is the added 
attraction which intangibly and emotionally expresses per- 
sonality. In its very subtlety, fragrance has a memory value 
which nothing equals. 

For any one and all of these reasons, the fragrance you 
wear should be as suitable to the occasion as the hat, bag 
and shoes you choose. What fragrance is right for you at 
a given time can be decided only by you—just as you are 
the only one who selects the hat or dress or gloves you wear. 
It is your interpretation of what a‘certain scent means that 
makes it yours or not yours. - It is as personal as the flip of 
your hat brim or the way you tie your scarf. 

Before deciding on what perfume, make up your mind that 
you are going to use it in such a way that it will give you 
what you are looking for—an aura of fragrance. It’s old- 
fashioned to think a dab behind each ear is enough. Be new- 
fashioned and put your perfume at all the pulse spots—in 
front of the ears, on wrists, along the throat—and don’t 
forget the saturated cotton pellet in your bra so that the 
scent will rise up.to you through the day. 

To go with your sports clothes, you’re sure to want a per- 
fume which surrounds you in an aura of crisp, vivacious 
femininity. There are all sorts of woodsy fragrances from 
which to choose. Or you may prefer a spicy scent, perhaps 
one with a floral overtone. Some women like the elusive, 
provocative scent of what the perfumers call an “aldehyde 
type” which has a certain blunted sharpness, like dry wine. 
If you are partial to the single flower fragrances, select one 
that brings to your mind the clear freshness of the outdoors. 

When you are going out in the evening, you'll want a per- 
fume which is as festive as the clothes you wear. And eve- 
ning is the time when you can go as romantically feminine 
or as mysteriously exotic as you please. The heavy, rich: 
musky perfumes are a perfect foil for your femme fatale 
dinner dress. Or you may like to be more subtle with an 
oriental which has the elusive sweetness of the Far East. If 
you are the pastel type of woman then you'll probably like 
one of the sweetly-rich floral bouquets. 

Apply the same good taste and careful planning to your 
fragrance as you do to your clothes. Men tell us that they 
remember the scent a woman wears long after they have 
forgotten the color of her hat. 
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HAIR 
The Fresh-Look 
Coiffure 


| orkeed growing in popularity among hair stylists is 
X the male of the species. Now found in almost every ma- 
r city, they are drawing the increasing clientele who find 
hat they offer much that is new in coiffures. Typical of the 
ilented males in the field is Maurice Trokey (inset) of Los 
ingeles, who has operated a salon for ten years. His clien- 
includes the elite of local society, as well as national vis- 
ting celebrities. It is a common saying around Los Angeles 
these days that when the smart woman thinks of a visit to a 
: beauty salon for a fresh coiffure, 
she thinks of Maurice. Fitting 
proof that his “skilled hands create 
beauty” is the loveliness of the 
coiffures that grace the picture- 
pretty heads of his patrons on this 
page. 

Maurice describes hair styles 
for early Summer as having a free, 
youthful appeal. Hair length, 
which will stop at about the coat 
collar in back, and somewhat 
shorter at the sides, will be versa- 
tile enough to allow for the softly 
feminine hair-do favored by 

ymen everywhere. Clean, simple lines, and the upward, 
unded silhouette, with swirling back design will be in 
sneral wear. Top hair will be worn in soft shimmering 
aves, or waved effects, either off the face, with a gentle dip 
r pert bang on the forehead. 
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Hairdo for cocktail and evening is this versatile 
collar-length coiffure which has smooth crown and 
loose end curls. Soft side wave gives becoming 
effect to lend emphasis to oval face. 









Back interest is 
provided by swirl- 
ing waves. 











$55 








Smooth and simple style for the Easy to manage coiffure for 
silver-tressed matron is this coiffure young miss is pert brush 
with shadow wave and end curls. curl with saucy half bang. 
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Be smart’—‘switch'to the new fashion demands 


TELEVISION SETS THE 
STYLE IN HAIRDOS 


CHANGEABOUT HAIR-DOS ARE THE RAGE OF 
TELEVISION, MOVIE & STAGE STARS 


Long hair is fashion news again! And it’s so easy to be right in style, with our renee 
expertly made, fine quality human hair pieces . . . Just fasten the hair piece you The easy-to-wear switch 
choose right into your own hair with hairpins or with our TRU-HOLD CLIPS. . . what that is featured on televi- 


could be simpler . . . or more stylish! All you do is choose the hair pieces you want pentpretindrcnn 4 










(i's smart to have several), enclose only $1.00 with your order, and pay the styles. We send you com- 
balance when you receive it. And if you're not completely satisfied with your plete instructions on how 
perchase, you have our guarantee that we will refund the price you paid for it. to set this switch ten 















Se don't delay . . . order your share of glamour now! different ways. 
EVERY ORDER Regular Length $595 
ited to supply) Extra Length (en) 9 95 Worn as a Chignon 






Wear it as a braid, figure 8, pomp, curl cluster, etc. 





CHIGNON 
CLUSTER 


$550 











CHIGHON 
$995 
Med. 
$450 


Heavy 















$925 single 
$495 Heavy PAGEBOY 








Thousands of women are now 
using with amazing success this complete 
kit that sells for $2.30. We will send it to you absolutely FREE with your hair piece 
order, as a gift from us. Join the many women who are saving their hair by cold 
waving, and setting their hair with CORONET Magic Solutions . . . instead of 
ebusing their hair with hot irons. Just another CORONET extra for your beauty’s sake! 
WOT a sample, but the full size kit! Use it yourself . . . or give it to a friend. 

























ENCLOSE 














BACK FEATHER BOB SAMPLE 





I clusters, etc. $1.50 EXTRA 


















or 
“ 
CORONET’S TRU-HOLD CLIPS Coronet’s invisible, Tru-Hold ye 
For Ey Clips will hold your attach- SHADE 
Hair Pieces ment in place safely, under i all 
all conditions. OFF BLACK 
Locks hair piece safely into DARK BROWN 






short or long hair. Ideal BROWN - 
for pageboys, chignons, MIXED GREY 
















OUR HAIR PIECES ARE MADE FROM THE FINEST QUALITY IMPORTED HUMAN HAIR...STYLED BY SKILLED ARTISTS TO PRESENT A MORE BEAUTIFUL YOU WHY DELAY, MAIL COUPON NOW ! 
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: oo ant fe 
neral view of a country living room shows the versatility of café curtains and how the 
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y can be used on almost any type of window. 
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{ single low one softens the big picture window, while double hung ones provide light and privacy control at the double hung win. 
dows. They are made of “Dijon,” an antique pure silk gauze, by Greeff Fabrics, and are complemented by pleated valances 


How To Make Cafe Curtains 


ATEST decorating darling of the window treatment world 
“ is the café curtain—an idea translated bodily from a 
istro. These curtains do in the home just what they do in 

afé: provide privacy while admitting light. They can be 
ng doubly or singly, that is, they can cover only the lower 
rtion of the window or another set can be hung above the 
ttom ones. They can be used with only a valance treat- 
ent or with complete draperies. 

fo make a single café curtain measure the width of the 
ndow and the height to which you want the curtain to 
yme. You will need enough breadths of material to double 

width of the window. Allow 1 inch for the top hem and 
inches for the bottom hem on each breadth. Let us as- 
ime, for example, that your window is 6 feet wide, or 72 


hes, and that you want your café curtain to come 2% feet 
30 inches up the window. Your fabric is 36 inches wide, 
you will need four breadths, each 33 inches long. This 
orks out to 132 inches or 334 yards. You will need 
atching thread for sewing and a 6-foot brass rod about 


34 inch in diameter. Smaller rods may be used for narrower 
windows, but when there is a big span it is well to get the 
larger diameter as the rod is more sturdy and won’t sag. 
In addition you will need 25 brass rings, about 1 inch in 
diameter. 

Seam the four breadths together, making tiny French 
seams. Make a 14 inch hem at either end. Next make a 
inch hem at the top, turning under % inch for the first turn 
and 1% inch for the second to get a good firm hem. Make a 
114 inch hem at the bottom with a 14 inch first turn. Stitch 
these. Next sew a ring at the edge and every 6 inches across 
the top, being sure to catch in enough of the material for a 
firm stitch. In doing this sew each ring as if it were an 
overcoat button, leaving a shank of thread. Run the rings 
on the rod and fasten rod to window frame so that the bot- 
tom of the curtain just clears the sill. 

Valances here are made of a documentary, unglazed 
chintz, “Marseillaise” by Greeff Fabrics, Inc. The feature of 
this chintz is a medallion on a striped ground. 
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For 


Youngsters Z 


Shots 


ORE THAN 150 years ago a British 

physician Dr. Edward Jenner 
proved that a person could be made im- 
mune to smallpox by being vaccinated 
with a serum extracted from cattle which 
had been exposed to a form of the 
disease. Today smallpox, except in the 
most backward countries, has practical- 
ly vanished from the world and many a 
doctor can now go through an entire 
lifetime of busy practice without see- 
ing a single case of the disease which 
was once one of the greatest killers of 
them all. 

Early in my own practice it was not 
unusual for a doctor to come across as 
many as three or four cases of diph- 
theria among children in a single day. 
Today diphtheria is rare and if we find 
a single case in two or three months we 
can feel fairly certain that the child af- 
fected has come recently to the city from 
rural southern area where 


some pre- 


ventive medicine is not practiced as it” 


should be. 
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By Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


Within the memory of many adults to- 
day are the epidemics of typhoid fever 
which use to ravage cities from time to 
time here in this country. Today typhoid 
is rare and it never reaches epidemic 
proportions. 

Doctors have been able to keep these 
and many other diseases in check not 
only because of new drugs and treat- 
ments for persons suffering from such 
diseases but because of the great em- 
phasis placed upon preventive medicine. 
Today most doctors work as hard keep- 
ing people from getting ill as they do in 
curing them once they have become ill. 

A new-born babe today gets its first 
touch of preventive treatment when 
drops of silver nitrate are placed in its 
eyes fo prevent blindness and the first 
year of a child’s life should see a con- 
medicine to 


tinuation of preventive 


guard against dangers which often 
threaten the health and life of children. 
One of the first immunization shots a 


baby should get is that for the preven- 


Inoculation is now given by doctors against 


4 
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many diseases. 


tion of whooping cough. While in older 
children and adults whooping cough is 
not considered any more dangerous 
than other childhood diseases, it is par- 
ticularly virulent and dangerous during 
the first years of life. Most doctors start 
the whooping cough injections when the 
child is two or three months old. The 
child gets three injections, a month apart. 

Inoculations against diphtheria are 
usually given at six months and the teta- 
nus shots usually follow the completion 
of the diphtheria inoculations. Some 
scientists claim that it is often better to 
give the shots in combination starting at 


Thus the 


child is immunized against whooping 


about three months of age. 


cough, diphtheria and tetanus all at the 
same time. When given in combination, 
the shots are given in four injections 
each one month apart. For some un- 
known reason, the shots seem to work to- 
gether in building up body resistance to 
germs when they are given in combina- 
tion and are (Continued on Page 74) 
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People 


F.HERE IS no excuse for a fat per- 
* son. No matter how much the claim 
jade of not eating enough to keep 
ird alive,” it is a fact that fat comes 
nothing other than food, whether 
aten in one meal or three meals a 
Obese people who make claims of 
very little either deliberately lie 
are ignorant of the food value 
it they eat. There are, of course, 
es of glandular disorders where 
is unpreventable, but these are 
common that they may be dis- 
ed, 
sity is a highly dangerous condi- 
One practically never sees a fat 
1 who reaches a ripe old age. Be- 
of this life insurance companies 
ot accept overweight people unless 
pay a higher premium. 
ere are several reasons why fat 
die comparatively young. In the 
lace they are very apt to develop 
blood pressure, heart disease, or 
failure. The reason for this is 
clear. In each pound of fat there 
bout 4500 feet of blood vessels, or 
xths of a mile. Therefore, in 30 


Many women forget their figures once they are married, often get into family squabbles 


with husbands over their failure to keep glamorous. 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 


Author of “The Biology of the Negro” 


pounds of fat, the ordinary amount of 
excess fat in four-fifths of overweight 
people, there are 25 miles of blood ves- 
sels. Let us consider a man of 150 
pounds normal weight. This man’s or- 
gans, his heart, lungs and kidneys are 
capable of running his machine for a 
certain time. How long cannot, of 
course, be accurately measured, but let 
us say the traditional three score and 
ten years. Suppose this man lets his 
weight increase 30 pounds to 180. In 
other words, let him begin to carry 
around and nourish 30 pounds of use- 
less fat, with 25 miles of blood vessels to 
be filled every second, increasing the 
work of his heart, blood vessels, lungs, 
liver, kidneys, spleen, muscles and all 
organs except perhaps his brain and 
reproductive organs. Will he live out 
his 70 years? Most certainly he will 
not. He will die prematurely from apo- 
plexy, Bright’s disease, or heart failure. 

Diabetes is another risk that the fat 
person takes. One noted writer referred 
to diabetes as the “fat man’s folly” and 
to overweight as the “open door to dia- 
betes.” When too much sweet or starchy 


food is eaten the body has to secrete an 
extra amount of insulin in order to con- 
vert it into energy. This excessive de- 
mand for insulin will exhaust the glands 
that produce it, resulting in failure of 
insulin and consequently diabetes. 

Since obese people are intemperant as 
to eating, they are likely to be intem- 
perant also to alcohol. Alcohol can be 
converted to fat in the body. There- 
fore fat people who drink heavily will 
become even more overweight. Because 
of the inability to move fast and agilely, 
fat people have accidental injuries more 
often than others. 

Another penalty of obesity and one 
which appeals to some people, especially 
women, more than its effect on health, is 
that it depreciates physical attraction. 
“Nobody loves a fat woman” is more 
truth than poetry. Although there are a 
few men who like their women “well 
upholstered,” most of them consider fat 
girls as coarse, ugly, and undesirabie, 
no matter what other virtues they may 
have. Of course there are many mar- 
ried fat women, but in most instances 
their obesity (Continued on Page 80) 
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Gifts For 
June Bride 


ACH YEAR when June rolls around and 

the wedding invitations are coming in 
thick and fast, the universal problem is what 
to give the bride for a wedding gift. With 
prices high and many names on the gift list, 
it sometimes becomes a real headache. 

The size or cost of the gift is not as impor- 
tant as how effective it is. Everyone knows ‘| 
; practical gifts are useful and welcome and 
New waffle iron by Westinghouse is bound to please any new homemaker. the bride will be elated with selections that 

Square waffle baker will turn out four square waffles, sells for $24.95. fit into the scheme of her new apartment. 
Shown on these pages are examples of all- 
around, down-to-earth gifts that will be appre- 
ciated for years to come. 
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Wooden hand-carved 
salad bowls by Jerrywil 
are encased in clever 
holder. About $6.50. Coddler cups in English 
pottery are priced at 
$3.75, make perfect cod- 
dled eggs. 





Double convenience 

canisters will please 

any bride. Canisters 

fit snugly.on their own 

shelf, come in gay red 

with white tops. Priced 
at about $3.50. 
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Alarm clock on graceful brass support makes 
excellent gift. Made by the Howard Miller Clock 
Company, it retails for $14.75. 









Pert pattern in pottery called Normandy 
Plaid is perfect gift for the bride’s new 
home. Hand-painted 16-piece set is $8.95. 

















Queen 
Of 
Night 
Clubs 
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forgotten because it so happened that I 
was tossed out of my first job around New 
York—one in Atlantic City—because the 
patrons thought I was too dicty, too stuck 
up! But it was a lesson that I learned— 
and learned well. 

“Tt was also one of those first jobs 
around New York that first gave me the 
name of Bricktop. It happened at the 
Club Uptown, and I never will forget it. 
The place was owned by a fellow named 
Barron Wilkins, and when I went to see 
him about a job he took one look at all the 
freckles on my face and arms, and not only 
gave me work but a name as well. He 
called me Bricktop for the first time and 
from that day until this nobody has called 
me anything else. I was 16 then and still 
use the name at 56.” 


A CTUALLY, Bricktop might have been 

content to go on working in New York, 
but her trip to Paris and the fame that was 
to become hers in later years came about 
is a stroke of luck, the result of a rift be- 
tween a temperamental singer named Flor- 
ence Jones and the management of the Grand 
Duc where Bricktop spent her first night 
in Paris singing to an empty house. Flor- 
ence Jones had built up such a tremendous 
following at the Grand Duc, in spite of 
her temperament, that she finally quit and 
opened her own cabaret, the still-famous 
Chez Florence, taking her millionaire fol- 
lowing with her and leaving the Grand 
Due on the brink of disaster without a 
single regular customer. It was a band- 
leader named Palmer Jones who contacted 
Bricktop in Washington, D. C. and offered 
her the job of replacing Florence. 

Bricktop started singing in her cute lit- 
tle voice and gradually other colored en- 
tertainers around Paris began to gather at 
the Grand Duc in the wee hours of the 
morning just to drink and talk over show 
business. It was not long before the Grand 
Duc had a new following all its own— 
omedians, dancers, singers—who would 
sit around until daylight and sometimes as 
late as seven and eight in the morning, 
spinning yarns about Bill Robinson, Flor- 
ence Mills, Bert Williams and others they 
had known in their uncertain years in show 
business. 

Soon others, too, began to learn about the 
all-night sessions at the Grand Duc and 
gradually a new, regular clientele began 
to form—tourists and diplomats, French 
as well as American, those who could af- 
ford only one bottle of champagne and 
those who could buy a dozen—all of them 
frequenting the Grand Duc just to hear 
Bricktop sing and be charmed by her sim- 
ple, easy-going friendliness. 
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For almost a year Bricktop stayed at 
the Grand Duc. She saved her money and 
made a host of staunch friends. But above 
all she made a personality of herself and 
the name she had been tagged with back 
in New York. She made friends with the 
rich and the cultured; she studied the 
ways of people with titles and made mental 
notes of their likes and dislikes. And it 
was thus she learned the secret of being a 
great entertainer: find out what the cus- 
tomers want and give them just that— 
particularly wealthy customers. 

Her next step up the ladder of fame was 
a natural. She opened a club of her own 
called the Music Box, and though it didn’t 
stay open long it brought her to the atten- 
tion of one world-famous personality who 
is still one of her closest friends. It was 
the Duke of Windsor, then the Prince of 
Wales who later became the King of Eng- 
land and gave up his throne to marry the 
former Mrs. Wally Simpson of Baltimore. 

Bricktop hadn’t been running the Music 
Box long, when the Prince of Wales came 
in one night with a party. “I showed 
him some Black Bottom steps,” says Brick- 
top, “and it didn’t take him long to catch 
on. Later he gave another party and in- 
vited me to come along, so I went and gave 
him another lesson. From then on I gave 
him private lessons until he could do both 
the Charleston and the Black Bottom.” 

When the Music Box passed out of exist- 
ence it was almost two years to the day 
since she had first arrived in Paris and at 
the Grand Duc and it was to this club that 
she went back—not as one of the hired 
hands, but as the boss. She ran it for two 
years, from 1926 to 1928, and during that 
time it became the mecca in Montmartre 
for the smart set, the rich, the titled and 
the intellectuals of Paris. This was the 
golden age for big spenders in Gay Paree; 
this was the era when champagne was 
plentiful and cheap, and post-war Europe 
was riding high and wide to find new thrills 
and gaiety that might add zest to their 
jaded appetites. 

This was the last big fling for a decadent 
Europe between wars, a Europe with 
pockets overflowing with war profits where 
beautiful women and adventurous men 
plunged from one scene of bubbling night- 
life to the other. It was a roaring, boister- 
ous era that brings back nostalgic memo- 
ries to those who recall it today—and one 
that Paris may never see again. But while 
it lasted, Bricktop rode the crest of the 
wave of popularity. Her greetings were a 
sort of yardstick of prominence. Her club 
was a miniature “Who’s Who” of those who 
really “belonged” and those who had done 
big things in music, literature or allied 
arts. She entertained in her own inimi- 
table way, and in addition to enjoying her- 
self, made a lot of money and a wealth of 
valuable friendships. 

One of these was struck up with Cole 
Porter, America’s famous writer of hit 
songs, who actually discovered both Brick- 
top and the Grand Duc about a year after 
the club opened and made them famous. As 


Bricktop tells it, Porter came into the club 
one night and was just another patron. She 
didn’t even know who he was, but she soon 
found out. The next day he came back 
again and this time he had with him the 
world’s most famous _party-giver—Elsa 
Maxwell. He asked Bricktop if she could 
dance, and when she answered that she 
could, he invited her to come to his house 
and teach some of his friends how to do 
the Charleston. 

That was Bricktop’s grand entry into the 
ultra-ultra social set. She was a tremen. 
dous success with Porter’s friends, and an 
equally big success at parties given by Elsa 
Maxwell. Then when the Paris season 
ended and the fashionable crowd moved to 
the Riviera and Italy, Porter took Brick. 
top to Venice and she made more and more 
friends among the elite and the wealthy. 

It was only natural then that when she 
went back to Paris her place should be- 
come all the rage among the smart set. It 
was society’s rendezvous. The Prince of 
Wales, having mastered the Black Bottom, 
dropped in occasionally with his brother, 
Prince George, to brush up on his Charles. 
ton steps. Louis Bromfield, well on his way 
toward becoming a literary light, was a 
frequent guest as was Michael Farmer, 
Fanny Ward, the Aga Khan, Lady Mendl, 
Indian princesses, maharajas and _ pashas 
from Egypt. 

It was all very glittering and as gay as 
the Paris she had dreamed about before 
that May evening when she had walked 
into the Grand Duc with no money and no 
friends. So with her following fully be- 
hind her, she took the step that made her 
an international personality and pushed 
her popularity up to dizzy heights. She 
walked out of the Grand Duc, went across 
the street, and put her own name up in 
lights. Bricktop, running a club under her 
own name had at last come into her own 
—the “Queen of Night Clubs!” 

Bricktop’s name in lights outside, and 
Bricktop herself inside to keep the cus- 
tomers happy made a winning combination 
that lasted for ten prosperous years. If the 
war had not come along, the combination 
might have gone on indefinitely, but when it 
did Bricktop was practically shoved on a 
boat for America and home—an America 
she had not seen in 15 years. 


HOSE TEN YEARS in her own club, 

however—between 1928 and 1938—-were 
happy years for the woman with the mass 
of freckles who knew how to sing her way 
into the hearts of her friends. She was 
never tall or glamorous. Neither was her 
beauty the kind that would make men wilt 
just to look at her. But her friendly ways 
and her good taste in clothes more than 
made up for what she lacked in glamour. 

Once she went to an ultra-swank party 
where some of the wealthiest people in Eu- 
rope were gathered. Someone noticed that 
an Indian Maharanee and Bricktop were 
wearing identical gowns. Little was said 
about it at the time, but Elsa Maxwell, who 
was there, reported in her newspaper 
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column the next day that the wealthy In- 
dian woman had said: “I am honored to 
have as good taste as the cabaret queen.” 

There were many happy moments in 
Bricktop’s life during those 10 years, and 
she particularly likes to recall the time 
Cole Porter came in the club one day, say- 
ing he had a surprise for her. Bricktop 
pressed him to tell her what it was and he 
dug in his coat pocket and pulled out a 
few rough pages of sheet music. 

“I wrote it especially for you,” he told 

her. “The title is Miss Otis Regrets. 1 
hope you like it well enough to sing it for 
me.” 
Bricktop liked it all right. She was so 
proud of it she quickly learned the words 
to it, introduced it and sang it almost 
nightly in her club, and it soon became a 
big hit in Europe and America. 

There were other songs too that Brick- 
top liked to sing. Her friends often asked 
for them because what she lacked in voice, 
she more than made up for in personality, 
expression and warmth. Thank You For 
The Flowers was one of her special favor- 
ites. She also had many, many requests 
to do I’m a Little Blackbird, which was 
made famous by Florence Mills, her long- 
time friend. In later years she had numer- 
ous calls for Jf 1] Knew Then What 1 Know 
Now. 

Bricktop’s knack for dealing with the 
public has rarely been equaled by any 
other entertainer-hostess. A Bricktop club 
then, as now, can best be described as 
more like a gay party at a friend’s home 
rather than a cabaret. She plays the part 
of the hostess, and sees to it that people 
really feel at home. If her friends want 
to dance, they get up and dance. If they 
want to sing, she sings—and without hav- 
ing to ask what they want to hear, for she 
already knows what they like. 

Occasionally someone might drink one 
or two too many glasses of champagne, but 
Bricktop has always been tolerant. In her 
own cheery way she would quietly suggest 
that they drink no more or go home and 
sleep it off. But when a newcomer, who 
didn’t understand how she conducted her 
club, would insist on being obnoxious, 
Bricktop too could get tough. 

Very bluntly she would say: “I think 
youre in the wrong place. These people 
are my friends, and I wouldn’t like to have 
them annoyed. If you can’t conduct your- 
self as a gentleman, I’d advise you to 
leave.” And they usually left without a 
second warning. 

For “Bricktop” the golden years came 
to an end in 1938. Her mother died that 
year and war clouds were already begin- 
ning to gather. But it wasn’t until the 
Nazis began to march in 1939 that she 
decided to pack her bags and try to get a 
boat for the United States. 

“I didn’t really want to go back,” she 
says, “but Lady MendI really made me do 
it. She and the Duchess of Windsor even 
went to get my ticket and I get a big laugh 
out of that everytime I think about it. There 
were several people at the counter when 


they went, and the ticket man gave the 
Duchess a brush-off several times when she 
tried to attract his attention. Finally, they 
got him to stop long enough to take my 
name and phone number, then left. After 
they had gone somebody told him he had 
just given the brush-off to the Duchess of 
Windsor and he almost fainted. Then 
quickly he got on the phone and called 
me, apologizing and saying I could have 
any cabin on the boat I wanted. And that’s 
how I got out of Paris just ahead of the 
Germans.” 

Back in America Bricktop’s return was 
anything put pleasant. She had been in 
Europe almost exactly 15 years and lost 
almost all contact with old friends, places 
and even the American way of life. People 
had heard about her, of course, but there 
was a war on and Bricktop was a 45-year- 
old woman—a little beyond the age of the 
glamorous females the Americans wanted 
to see when they went nightclubbing. 

Wherever she went to try for work she 
was turned down, and sometimes the re- 
fusals weren’t too sparing of her feelings. 
Once word was sent back to her by a friend 
that “if she can’t sing, dance or whistle, 
tell her to go back to Europe—to her 
royalty.” 

Without a club, her friends back in Eu- 
rope, Bricktop spent four years in New 
York in comparative obscurity. She only 
went out to Chicago once or twice to see 
a sister, then back to New York and Har- 
lem—a Harlem that was almost unbear- 
able, but she tried to make the best of it. 
Her heart was heavy when she walked 
along 7th Avenue that was dirty and 
crowded, and reeking with poverty and 
want. 


INALLY, when she felt she couldn’t 

stand things in New York any longer 
she packed her bags and left for Mexico 
where she met some of her European 
friends and eventually opened a club in 
Mexico City. Life was gay in the Mexican 
capital during the war years and people 
did spend money, but Bricktop soon closed 
her first club to open another in a better 
location. 

Mexico, however, is not remembered to- 
day by Bricktop for its gayety, or the night 
life she was able to provide for many of 
her old friends. To her Mexico offered 
something new in her life: religion. 

“T didn’t get religion,” she says solemn- 
ly. “Religion got me. It happened on 
December 5, 1943 while I was still living 
in New York. Months before a boy who 
used to work for me in Paris had gotten 
me interested in Catholicism by bringing 
me little books to read. Then I began to 
listen seriously to Monsignor Sheen and 
all at once I decided I wanted to become a 
part of the Catholic Church. 

“But it was in Mexico where I really be- 
came religious. There, churches were 
everywhere and I went many times a day. 
Now I find that I like nothing better than 
going to church; it’s part of my daily life.” 

In July, 1949 -Bricktop went back to 


France—just ten years after she had fled 
to escape the Germans. But Europe was 
not the same. Ten years had made a lot 
of difference. Prices were high and money 
was scarce. The government was shaky 
and people with cash were hanging on to 
it. Champagne was plentiful—but so was 
beer and and red wine and they were much 
cheaper. In spite of all this, however, she 
went back in the cabaret business, this time 
opening a red and gold spot on Rue Fon- 
taine, with financial backing from mil- 
lionaire Arturo Lopez from Chile, Donna 
Bloomingdale and famed dress designer 
Schiaparelli. 

Her opening was a momentous occasion 
and almost overnight the venture was a 
success. Bricktop was back and_ her 
friends flocked to welcome her. Rolls 
Royce limousines with liveried chauffeurs 
shared parking spaces before her door with 
American Cadillacs and Lincolns. Mrs. 
Norman Winston, wife of the American 
multi-millionaire, came every few nights, 
wearing her glittering 85-karat diamond. 
Errol Flynn was in and out regularly, and 
so was Porfirio Rubirosa who married 
Doris Duke. The Peters sisters dropped in 
often; Lena Horne came by with her hus- 
band when she was in town; and Duke 
Ellington came by with a party of 12 to 
see her when he was there for a week. 

To almost everybody Bricktop’s reopen- 
ing was a big thing. Cholly Knickerbocker 
gave her a write-up in his American news- 
paper column, and Janet Flanner, who has 
known Bricktop for 20 years, gave her a 
plug in the New Yorker magazine. 

But six months later it all came to a 
brief and sudden end. Bricktop gathered 
a few of her old friends together in her 
apartment above the club one night and 
threw a big dinner party, at the end of 
which she surprised them with the an- 
nouncement that she was closing the club 
in two weeks and going to Rome—for good. 
She said she had a very good offer at the 
Hotel Ambassadors—to be a hostess and 
entertain, with somebody else handling the 
business headaches. 

“T love Paris,” she said, “and I hate to 
say goodbye. But Rome seems to be a 
happier city and a place where I can find 
some peace. After all, 25 years in a night- 
club has been a long time.” 

So it was on last Armistice Day that 
Bricktop greeted her friends in Paris for 
the last time. That night, her biggest party 
was that of His Majesty Umberto, ex-king 
of Italy. As always royalty was with her 
even until she closed the doors. 

To a few of her friends Bricktop could 
properly be called Mrs. Peter DuConge, 
for that’s the legal name she acquired back 
in 1929 when she married a New Orleans 
saxophone player. But to the public in 
Paris, on the gay Riviera, in Mexico or in 
Rome she is Bricktop or just plain “Brick.” 

Bricktop says she is very happy in Rome 
because “I like to be near the Holy 
Father.” 

THE END 
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The next Sunday I announced a joint 
meeting of the deacons, trustees and in- 
vited all members of the church to attend. 
My invitation brought frowns to the brow 
of Brother Clarence Gates, the aging trus- 
tee head, local undertaker and virtual boss 
of the church. After services, Brother 
Gates came to me and shook his finger in 
my face. 

“Pastor,” he said sternly, “You ought 
not have invited outsiders to attend that 
meeting. In all the history of this church, 
we’ve never had no members of the con- 
eregation horning in on business meetings. 
You may be a good man, but you’re a young 
man. You better let some of us old heads 
show you the way or you'll be in for 
trouble. This is a mighty particular con- 
gregation here. They’re proud of the way 
we’ve been doing things here for nigh onto 
seventy-five years.” 

I placed my arm gently about Brother 
Gates’ spare shoulders and walked with 
him quietly into the study. 

“Sit down, Brother,” I told him. I 
opened a desk drawer and produced a box 
of fine Havana cigars. I was prepared for 
the look of shock on his face ‘as I selected 
one and offered him the box. 

“No, no, no,” Brother Gates refused tes- 
tily, “You see, that’s what I mean, young 
feller. We ain’t used to our pastors smok- 
ing right in the study like this.” 

A mischievous look came into my eyes. 
One of the church gossips had confided to 
me that the previous pastor had surrepti- 
tiously puffed away on cigarettes in the 
parsonage and had almost swallowed one 
when paid a sudden visit by a committee 
from the Ladies’ Aid. 

“Would you rather have your pastor 
sneak and smoke ’em, Brother, or do it in 
the open?” I challenged him. 

The hard lines about the aged trustee’s 
face trembled almost imperceptibly, but he 
managed not to smile and he returned to 
the attack. 

“What about this meeting? Don’t you 
think you had better change your an- 
nouncement at services tonight? Folks 
won't like it.” 

I looked Gates straight in the eye. 

“Brother Gates,” I said clearly and with 
determination, “I’ve been looking into the 
state of affairs here for the past few days. 
Our church is rapidly losing membership. 
We've gone from a membership of well 
ver five hundred to less than half that in 
the past two years. Our collections have 
fallen miserably and the financial state of 
the church is terrible. We need repairs to 
the roof and any number of other improve- 
ments in order to preserve the investment 


here. 
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“But the most important thing is not the 
material side of this, Brother. It’s the fact 
that we are losing our young people to the 
dance halls, the taverns and the theaters 
because we have no program. I’m not go- 
ing to be content to stay here and live in a 
rent-free house and collect a comfortable 
salary. If I can’t earn my living at this 
church by giving the community a program 
and doing a service for God, I’ll not stay 
here. Now, Brother, you’re going to have 
to help me. I need you. Without you I 
can’t do this job.” 

Gates looked at me silently for a long 
minute. Then he got up and walked slowly 
over to the window, his back turned to me. 
I took a long puff on my cigar and sat back, 
waiting, The decision the old man would 
make would be vital to me and to the 
church’s future. When he turned around 
and looked at me again, Brother Gates 
asked. 

“Pastor, I think I will have one of them 
cigars.” 

I had won my first important battle. 
Brother Gates became my staunch ally and 
we sat down and mapped strategy for the 
meeting. He was shocked at some of my 
plans, but the old man was regular and he 
had motherwit. He frankly admired my 
courage. 

“I’m in your corner, son,” he told me, 
“You put it to em and I'll help put it 
over.” 


] THINK Dad must have been smiling 

down on me that night when I took my 
bold new plan to a church body which had 
become lazy, indifferent and steeped in the 
“it-was-good-for-my-grandfather” tradition. 
The night of the meeting, buoyed in the 
strength of the knowledge that Old Man 
Gates was on my side, I stepped to the 
rostrum and addressed approximately 150 
people. Some of them were there because 
of curiosity. Several looked scornful and 
others politely interested. I singled out a 
mountainous female who had plumped her- 
self smack in the center of the middle row 
of pews. On her face was the most hostile 
expression I have even seen. Remember- 
ing Dad’s old trick of picking out one per- 
son in an audience to address and thereby 
communicating a sincere and meaningful 
message to all the rest, I concentrated on 
this one sister. 

“Brothers and sisters,” I told my audi- 
ence solemnly, after bowing my head mo- 
mentarily in prayer. “A good preacher is 
always reminded of a story. I am reminded 
of the story of old John who was walking 
through the woods one dark night with his 
deacon. They were just returning from 
Monday evening class meeting and the 
deacon had made a mighty moving talk 
about the power of prayer. As _ they 
plunged into the thickness of the forest, 
homeward bound, old John told the deacon 
what a preachin’ man he had been—just 
talking about the power of prayer Well sir, 
they got about two miles from bome and 
the clearing in the woods when a great big 
grizzly bear lumbered out from among the 





trees and started for the deacon and old 
John. John promptly fell on his knees, 
shaking with fear, and began to pray, by 
the deacon took off and ran for all he was 
worth. Shocked, old John called out afte 
the deacon: ‘Brother deacon, thought yoy 
believed so strongly in prayer.’ 

“The deacon called back, just before he 
rounded a great big tree: ‘Brother, prayer 
may be all right in a prayer meetin’ by 
runnin’ is better in a bear meetin’.’ ” 

The congregation rocked with apprecia. 
tive laughter, but the evil old sister in the 
middle of the church didn’t crack a smile. 
I went bravely on. 

“What the good old deacon meant, dear 
folks, is that God expects us to pray but 
God also expects us to help ourselves. Noy, 
I come to you as your new pastor with 
proper respect for all your traditions and 
the ways you have been doing things, but 
I say that the First Pisgah Church has only 
been concentrating on prayer meetings and 
not worrying about the bear meetings.” 

Then I went on to tell them what the 
bear meetings were in our neck of the 
woods. I talked about the red light district 
in the downtown section of our community 
where the brothels flourished and the gar- 
ish dance hall beckoned our young folk 
to dances Sunday night after Sunday night, 
I talked about the wretched slum condi- 
tions in the community ‘about us and the 
fact that the city authorities had failed to 
give to our children in the Negro section 
of the city the fair share of recreational 
advantages. 

They might wonder what all this had to 
do with our church, I told them, but the 
day of the church being isolated and apart 
from the problems of the community was 
dead and gone. The reason why our men- 
bership was dwindling, the reason why so 
many previously faithful communicants 
had backslid, the reason why our young 
people were contemptuous—the reason was 
that our church had failed to grow and 
expand with the times. I reminded them 
that Christ had not-only preached to multi- 
tudes, but also turned fishes into bread 
and driven the money-changers from the 
temples. 

It was the duty of our church to go forth 
into our community and give the commun- 
ity leadership, I told my people. Further. 
more, it was imperative that we do this if 
our church was to survive as an institution 
and an instrument for good. I believed 
with all my heart and soul every word | 
was saying and my sincerity and eagerness 
seemed to communicate itself to my lister- 
ers for they began chorusing “Amen” and 
“Preach it, pastor.” And while I had them 
riding on this high tide of confidence | 
outlined to them what I, as their pastor. 
intended to do. We were going to form 4 
civic league in the church which would 
organize the community strength so thal 
political leaders of whatever party would 
respect our needs and demands. We would 
institute a youth program. We would 
sponsor socials for the young people and 
give them some voice in the government of 
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the church. We would make our church a 
living, breathing thing which would attract 
respect and attention and we would build 
it bigger and better and stronger and not 
only talk of milk and honey in a world to 
come, but of bread and butter and jobs 
and opportunity for young people of today. 

When I had finished speaking, the 
chorus of approval was unanimous. I 
silently breathed a prayer of thanks to 
God—but as I led the congregation in the 
singing of the Doxology, I looked once 
more upon the face of the fat, evil sister 
in the middle of the church. Her facial 
expression hadn’t changed one whit. Some- 
thing warned me that this sister was going 
to be my mortal enemy. 

As I stood at the main door of the 
church, bidding my people good night, the 
stout sister lingered behind. With her—I 
hadn’t noticed before—was a timid-looking 
girl of twenty or so. As the last stragglers 
were leaving the building, the fat sister 
waddled up to me and said sternly: 

“Young man, I’m Mrs. Paige. I run the 
neighborhood grocery and I also run this 
church, as you’ll find out before long. All 
them fools singing hallelujahs and amens 
to what you had to say tonight means 
nothing. I’m a power in this community 
and people do what IJ tell ’em. The last 
minister did and he got along. You will 
too. You should have consulted me before 
you made any plans. This is my niece, 
Essy. Essy shake hands with this reckless 
young man.” 

I smiled my special smile for tyrannical 
old ladies. I shook the limp hand of the 
limp Essy and I said very carefully and 
very pleasantly: 

“I’m happy to meet you Mrs. Paige. I’m 
glad to meet anyone who has interest 
enough to say she runs this church. From 
now on, as long as | am here, we are all 
going to run the church—with the help of 
God.” 

Mrs. Paige gasped in astonishment, then 
swept out of the church. 

“Come on, Essy,” she commanded im- 
periously. 

Walking wearily but happily back to 
my study, I found Brother Gates sitting 
there pensively, puffing away uninvited on 
one of my Havanas. 

“Preacher, you’ve got the stuff,” he told 
me, beaming with approval. “I like your 
guts. You'll make it, but look out for 
Sister Paige. I saw her collar you on her 
way out. Tell you she runs the church?” 

I nodded smilingly. 

“Don’t discount Sister Paige,” Brother 
Gates warned. “Don’t discount her.” 


THE VERY next morning, bright and 

early, I started out on my program. My 
first mission was a public relations job. 
I stopped in to introduce myself to the 
city editor of the local newspaper. The 
latter looked painedly polite as I outlined 
to him the things I intended to do for my 
church and community and promised him 
some hot news which would sell more 
copies of his paper. But he promised to 


keep an eye on what I was doing and to 
give my activities the space they deserved. 
That was all I wanted. 

My next visit was to City Hall where I 
unblushingly asked to see the Mayor. I 
outstared the impertinence of the latter’s 
secretary and got in to his Honor’s office 
without much trouble. 

“Your Honor,” I told the Mayor, “I’m 
the new pastor of the Pisgah Church and 
I’ve come to tell you that I’ve got two 
hundred and fifty good citizens who want 
to know if there’s any way we can help 
make your job easier—if there’s anything 
we can do for you because there are cer- 
tainly many things you can do for us.” 

It took the Mayor several minutes to 
discover that I wasn’t coming to offer my 
services in behalf of his re-election cam- 
paign—which happened to be not too far 
off. When he was satisfied I wasn’t seeking 
a handout, he adopted a fairly respectful 
air. I reminded him that there were some 
3,000 Negroes in the community, many of 
whom were not voters or had supported his 
opponent in the previous election. 

“Now, Mr. Mayor,” I told him frankly, 
“You want to build your administration 
and I want to build mine. I'd like for us 
to be partners.” 

The Mayor stared at me in utter dis- 
belief, then burst into a belly roar. 

“Reverend,” he declared, “You're all 
right with me. You have more nerve than 
a district leader.” 
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Gleaner carried an announcement that 
Mayor Arthur Coleman would address the 
organization meeting of the Mount Pisgah 
Civic League. It was the first time in the 
city’s history that a high municipal official 
had ever so honored the rostrum of a Ne- 
gro church. 

The Civic League got off to a rousing 
Four hundred people attended the 
meeting, listened respectfully to Mayor 
Coleman’s diplomatic address and nodded 
approvingly as several hand-picked mem- 
bers respectfully laid before him the prob- 
lems of the Negro citizens. Obviously 
impressed by both the quality and the 
quantity of the meeting, the Mayor went 
on record with promises to look into the 
matter of recreation in our area and the 
launching of an investigation into unsatis- 
factory conditions in our schools. 

The next morning Mount Pisgah and 
the “crusading young pastor” of Mount 
Pisgah commanded the headlines of the 
Gleaner and the attitude of the smart-alec 
editor clianged considerably. 

The following Sunday thirteen long-dis- 
interested members joined the church and 
there were a number of new faces in the 
congregation. 

But I had just begun to work. The 
adults in the community were becoming 
aware of Mount Pisgah. Several new clubs 
had sprung up, headed by hard-working 
conscientious souls who wanted to outdo 
each other raising funds for the church 
and building membership through drives. 
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Yet, I realized that I had not yet tackled 
the other important half of the advice of 
my dear old dad. I must capture the youth 
»f the community and with the fire and 
spirit which youth can bring to any work, 
build for my church a solid and unshak- 
able foundation. 

[here were a number of young people 
in the church. I must find someone to 
spearhead a youth movement. Almost like 
one inspired, I thought of Essy, the mousy- 
looking niece of Sister Paige. Perhaps. 
ilthough I doubted it, this timid soul had 
within her some spark which might aid in 
the project. Further, it was a chance to 
try to win over to my side her adamant 
aunt who, in spite of all the new and thril- 
ling activity at Pisgah, still stomped sternly 
into church, sat down, looked evil and re- 
fused to lift a hand to help. 

[ called on Sister Paige in her trim little 
grocery one afternoon. Ignoring her for- 
midable grumpiness, I told her what I 
wanted to do. I couldn't be sure, but I 
eemed to catch a glint of softening in the 
gimlet eye of this amazon as I broke the 
news that I wondered if she would be will- 
ng to allow her niece to head the youth 
program. But if she was mightily in- 
erested, Sister Paige did not intend to 
make a display of her feelings. She told 
me non-committally: 

“Humph, I thought you'd be around to 
see me for some advice. If the girl wants 
to do it, let her go ahead. She’s old enough 

) make up her own mind.” 

But | knew that any relative of Sister 
Paige’s couldn’t possibly have a mind of 
her own. Perhaps, I thought gleefully— 
perhaps this means I’ve won out over the 
id rascal. 

I called a meeting in my study. Notices 
went out to twenty young people—children 
if key church families—and the notices 
vere signed by the pastor and the acting 
chairman of the Pisgah Youth League, 
Essy Paige. 

I was in for two pleasant surprises. The 
first was the sureness and capability with 
which Essy accepted her responsibility— 
the second the eagerness and pride with 
which these teen-agers recognized that 
heir church wanted and needed their help 
ind wanted to help them. Within two 
months the Pisgah Youth League, with 
Essy installed as duly-elected president, 
had fifty interested members who met every 
luesday evening. They were preparing a 

intata for the Easter week and had held 
everal socials in the homes of members. 

One night, after Youth League meeting, 
| volunteered to drive Essy home. In con- 


trast to the energy and vibrant imagination 


which I had noticed in the meetings, she 
vas painfully silent as we rode along. I 
ade several attempts at conversation but 
soon petered out. Arrived in front of 
r aunt’s home, I switched off the motor, 
eaned back in the seat and, staring straight 
ihead, said to Essy: 
“Are you afraid of your pastor?” 
“Oh, no, Reverend Morrison,” she flut- 
ered, then lapsing into silence. 
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“Well, what are you afraid of, Essy?” 
I asked. I had begun to feel a deep sym- 
pathy for this self-contained, retiring girl 
who responded so beautifully to responsi- 
bility, but who seemed lost in my presence. 

To my amazement and consternation, the 
girl burst into tormented tears. She reached 
for the door of the car to get out. I placed 
my hand on hers gently. 

“Tell me, Essy.” I said. “Tell your 
pastor.” 

She shook her head numbly. Then I 
began to talk in a quiet, kindly voice. I 
talked not as a preacher, a pastor, but as a 
friend. I told Essy that there was no prob- 
lem too hard to be solved. I told her that 
people had no right to be burdened with 
sorrows and not to allow others to share 
them and try to help. When I finished, 
Essey was calm, staring straight ahead in 
the darkness. 

Then the story came out. It was the 
story of an orphan who had come to live 
on the charity of a stern aunt. An aunt 
who had kept her at her school work and 
books, driven her cruelly and forbidden her 
any of the wholesome, natural pleasures so 
necessary to young people. 

But the most humiliating part of the story 
for Essy—amazingly—involved me. Her 
aunt, from the first day I had stepped into 
the pulpit at Pisgah—had become pos- 
sessed of an ambition—that Essy should 
capture me for a husband. Her aunt had 
decided that this would be perfect. Her 
aunt had told her that she could make 
plenty of trouble for me because I had 
come to Pisgah with new, radical ideas, 
but that she would wait and see whether 
Essy could win me. If so, Essy, Sister 
Paige and I could be a triumverate, ruling 
the church and having things the way we 
wanted them. 

I was astounded to learn this story which 
Essy told me was common knowledge now 
in the town. But I was more astounded 
because I realized that this sweet, retiring 
girl was so upset, not because of what her 
aunt wanted, but because what Sister 
Paige wanted was exactly what Essy 
wanted—deep down inside. Essy Paige was 
in love with her pastor. 

There was a brief silence when Essy 
had finished stammering out her broken 
story. I was at a loss for words. But finally 
they came. They had to come kindly be- 
cause not for anything in the world would 
I have hurt Essy. But I told her that I had 
but one purpose in life—a dedicated pur- 
pose—to build Mount Pisgah. I told her 
that she, Essy, must help me and that, 
together, we must convert her aunt into the 
realization that this was all that mattered 
—the church. My heart was heavy as I said 
these words to Essy for I knew they were 
not the words the girl wanted to hear. She 
agreed with me but I knew that her heart 
was bleeding and my heart bled for her. 


Meurt PISGAH was prospering. Six 
months after I began my campaign 
of making it a peoples church, we had ac- 


complished the miracle of doubling our 
membership. Brother Gates seemed to have 
become re-invigorated with the new pro. 
gram and he was a superb business man. 
ager, dealing cautiously and wisely with 
the increased revenue which was coming 
from healthy Sunday morning collections 
and the various projects of the women’s 
clubs and the Youth League. 

Because of my thoroughly unorthodox ap. 
proach to community problems, the name 
of the church and its pastor had become 
the greatest single instrument for civic good 
in the community. The City Council had 
appropriated funds for a new school, a park 
and a new housing development and our 
friend, Mayor Coleman, thumpingly re. 
elected, with the obvious support of an 
aroused and interested Negro citizenry, had 
permanently hung out the red carpet for 
Mount Pisgah’s pastor at City Hall. The 
Gleaner editor phoned my study regularly 
for news of church activities and he and | 
had become cronies. He said I was the 
only minister he had ever known with a 
discriminating choice in Havanas. Brother 
Gates agreed. 

There ‘was but one fly in the ointment. 
Every Sunday, in the middle pew of the 
church, sat a big, resentful-looking woman 
—and next to her—a slight, sweet girl who 
looked as though her heart had broken. 

But Essy was still carrying on her mag. 
nificent work with the Youth League. 

A year from the day I came to Pisgah, 
we had an anniversary celebration—engi- 
neered by the precious Brother Gates. It 
was the 76th birthday of the church and 
my first birthday as its pastor. The Mayor 
attended and a number of city officials. 
Every nook and cranny of the church was 
jammed and it was a triumphal evening 
for me. I felt that Pisgah had begun to 
fulfill its destiny. I felt that Dad was 
proud of me. ; 

Brother Gates, the editor of the Gleaner 
and I sat in my study for what seemed 
long, pleasant hours after the services were 
concluded. We talked of many things, the 
church, the community, race problems. 
Then suddenly, the editor leaned forward, 
pointed his finger at me and said: 

“Reverend Morrison, I’m still not con- 
vinced—one hundred per cent.” 

I frowned with puzzlement. 

“What do you mean, Clyde,” I asked 
him. I smiled inwardly as I said the name. 
I was thinking how strange it was that 
after one year, I had come to friendship 
with a Mayor and an editor, both of them 
whites—friendships which would allow me 
to walk into City Hall unannounced at any 
time to-see the one-and to-eall the other 
by his first name. 

“I’m just not convinced,” Clyde con- 
tinued. “I think you’re one of the finest 
men and ministers I’ve ever known, but 
I'm not convinced.” 

Being human, I was slightly hurt at this 
mysterious remark, but I smiled and asked: 

“What causes the one slight flaw in my 
perfection?” 

“I’ve been watching you for a whole 
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year,” Clyde said. “Frankly, I thought you 
were a thirteen-carat phony when you came 
to my office the first time—a publicity 
seeker. But I found out different. Yet, 
there’s one thing that bothers me. Tell you 
what it is. You’ve done a tremendous—a 
wonderful job with the church. You've 
made it an integral part of the community. 
You've stabilized its finances. But what 
have you done on Lee Street, Reverend? 
What have you done on Lee Street?” 

I gasped inwardly. Clyde Lucas, the 
white editor of the daily newspaper, had 
struck home. Sitting here in the study of 
a Negro church, he had pierced the one 
weak point in my ministerial armour. Lee 
Street! How many times I had thought of 
Lee Street. It was the notorious, slimy, 
degraded sector of the Negro community. 
Lee Street was the den of the dope fiends, 





the haven of the gamblers. 

Clyde broke into my thoughts, driving 
his point home. 

“You told me that first morning when 
you came to see me that you weren’t going 
to be the pastor of the Negroes on this 
end of town only—where Negroes have 
some sort of hope. some sort of standards. 
You told me you were going to be the 
pastor of all your people who need you. 
When are you going to start. Reverend? 
When are you going to start?” 

I looked up at Clyde. He was waiting 
for an answer. So was Brother Gates. 

I gave them the answer. I said simply: 

“Tomorrow.” 

And the next day I did start. I dressed 
in ordinary street clothes. No clerical col- 
lar. No sanctimonious look. I went into a 
pool room on Lee Street and I, the Rev. 
Morrison, pastor of the Pisgah Church, 
racked them in the side pocket. I lost 
some games and won some games. But | 
won lots of friends. Because down there 
on Lee Street, they came to know me. And 
leven gambled with them. I shot eight 
ball and the guys that lost had to come to 
church next Sunday. Some of them came 
for kicks and some of them remained to 
become members. I’m not going to say 
they stopped shooting pool or gambling- 
or whatever they were doing. All I know is 
that I made friends on Lee Street—among 
the gamblers and the low characters. 

At first I was an intruder. a “holy Joe,” 
who was regarded with suspicion and dis- 
liked. But when they found out I hadn’t 
come with a New Testament in one hand 
and moralizing advice on my lips. they be- 
gan to give me my opportunity to carry the 
Gospel into the smoke-filled pool-rooms, 
the dimly-lighted taverns. The front page 
of the Daily Gleaner one day had a picture 
of me sitting on a barstool in Joe’s Joint, 
the most notorious dive on Lee Street, legs 
draped over the stool, hat tipped back on 
my head, a glass of ginger ale on the 
counter before me and some of the worst 
characters of the street carrying on a con- 
versation with me. 

The folks on Lee Street began to call 


me “Rev.” One night a_ drink-sodden 
brother lurched into Joe’s and began curs- 
ing me in the vilest terms, telling me he 
was a drinking man but that I, a minister, 
should be ashamed to be in his company. 
I sat and listened as the wave of abuse 
rolled over me, but one of the stalwarts 
among my new friends leaped from his 
chair and punched the drunk square in the 
mouth. 

My eyes flashing anger, I whaled in and 
gave my defender a 
tongue-lashing took the drunkard 
across the street to the drug store to attend 
to his bloodied lips. The drunk and I be- 
came buddies. He sobbed out the story of 
his sins and troubles in maudlin repentance 
at two o’clock in the morning as we stood 


separated them, 


and 


on a street corner. The next Sunday morn- 
ing, in a pitifully ragged but beautifully 
white shirt and a shabby suit, he knelt at 
the communion rail at Pisgah Church. He 
has been a member ever since. 


M* EXCURSION into the sin-dens of 
* Lee Street had left the whole town 
gasping and not a few comments were 
passed about running me out of the city on 
a rail. But. aside from the mutterings of a 
few old diehards at Pisgah, my unorthodox 
methods were accepted with hallelujahs. 
for my editor friend wrote several editorials 
about the coming to town of a “red- 
blooded, two-fisted, big-hearted parson who 
is not ashamed to take the banner of his 
faith into any territory.”. The church 
basked pleasantly in the publicity and the 
congregation kept growing. At the height 
of my Lee Street 
friend, Mayor Coleman, called me down to 
City Hall one fine. bright summer morning 


and swore me in as the only Negro city 


excursion, my good 


prison chaplain in the city’s entire history. 
Mount Pisgah’s pastor had earned his spurs 
in church and community. 

Then came the great crisis which threat- 
ened to rock and split asunder the delicate 
work to which I had become dedicated. On 
a soft summer evening I met Garnet. Gar- 
net was a beautiful, teasing tan girl with 
Juxuriant dark hair. eyes as hard as two 
little bits of black coal, a face shaped like 
a petal. I had seen Garnet before on Lee 


Street. She was always dressed in the 
height of fashion, but she lived in a little 


pigsty of a flat above a coffee shop. Every 
time I had seen her she had been with a 
different man she had walked with 
him into one of the taverns, carrying her- 
self as proudly as any queen. Garnet al- 
ways looked as though she hated everyone 


and 


on earth and was waiting for everyone to 
die—as if she herself could never die or 
even be touched by the filth of the life 
she lived. 

I had seen Garnet before, I say. but I 
had never met her—until this soft night 
when she appeared almost as though out 
of thin air, poised disdainfully slim in the 
doorway of my study. I was working on a 


sermon and I heard the rustle of silk, 
breathed the essence of a heady perfume- 
and looked up. Garnet was there, cool and 
hateful. 

“You're the Rev., huh?” she breathed 
huskily. 

I blinked, then hastily composed myself. 
These sin-steeped folk were like delicate 
birds when they perched themselves within 
reaching distance of decency. They were 
hard-crusted, but ready to fly away at any 
minute. 

“Why, yes,” I said, determined not to act 
as though her visit were anything but the 
expected. “Why yes, Iam. You're Garnet, 
aren't you? Won't you come in and sit 
down?” 

“T didn’t come to take communion,” she 
informed me with a thin ugliness, remain- 
ing just where she was. “I want you to come 
with me.” 

I had learned not to be surprised at any- 
thing—not to let extraordinary happenings 
show their impact. I closed the book from 
which I had been taking notes for a guest 
sermon. rose, buttoned my collar, put on 
my coat and hat and went toward the door. 
Garnet gave me a mocking look and 
whirled. walking ahead of me, proud and 
swaying. 

“We'll take my car,” I told her when we 
were out on the sidewalk. 

At the wheel I asked, “Where to?” 

In the darkness her voice had lost its 
sureness, its venom. 

“Lee Street and Vine.” she told me and 
I sensed a ténseness and fear in her voice. 

I swung along Main, racing downtown. 

“Mind telling me why?” I asked after a 
few seconds. 

She seemed to study my question sec- 
ondarily, then explained. 

“I'm taking you to Gram Sherman’s. 
She’s the old lady who runs the shoe shine 
shop on the corner of Lee and Vine. She’s 
dying and she seems to think you can do 
her some good.” 

The last sentence was said in a cutting 
tone. 

We were nearing the destination, but 
something bothered me. I had to know. 

“She sent you—Mrs. Sherman, I mean?” 


— 


asked. 

“She didn’t have to send me. I got 
sense,” Garnet came back resentfully. “I 
know she wants a minister and you're the 
only one in town who’s making money out 
of going slumming. Just because I am 
what I am, you think I don’t know when 
an old lady wants a parson. I hated to 
come to your old church. I think you're 
just another racketeer, Rev.—no better 
than me. But legal. But I'd do anything 
for Gram Sherman.” 

And then the crust broke. With those 
last words it broke and Garnet, the haughty 
courtesan of Lee Street, broke down and 
heaved great broken sobs. I ignored her. I 
knew she was crying, not only because an 
old woman who had possibly befriended 
her was dying, but also because the close- 


Sl 

















ness of the wings of that dark angel of 
death bear a strange foreboding across the 
uncertain hearts of the morally ill. 

By the time we reached the little shoe 
shine shop, Garnet had pulled herself to- 
cether. She opened her purse noiselessly 
and wiped her streaked face with a hand- 
kerchief. We got out of the car and 
hastened into the shop, back into a dark- 
ened rear room. 

Three or four people sat about the nar- 
row bed. I recognized all of them as Lee 
Street acquaintances. They nodded silently 
with the grimness of those holding a wake. 
Old Doe Parrott stood by the rear window, 
his back to the entrance of the room. He 
turned and slipped over to me. whispered: 

“You’re just about in time, Pastor. She 
hasn’t got long.” 

Garnet had gone to the bed and was 
leaning over the old woman. In the half- 
light I marvelled at the tenderness of the 
girl’s face as she smoothed the dying 
woman’s brow. 

I turned to the others in the room. 

“Any relatives here?” I asked. They all 
nodded silent no’s. 

“leave us alone.” I commanded. Garnet 
shot me a bitter look. 

“You may stay.” I told her. 

The others slipped quietly out. 

[ went down on my knees at the bed. 
The dying woman’s eyes held a slow glow 
as she looked at me and I placed her hand 

mine. She was too weak to utter a 
word, but I talked with her calmly. reas- 
uringly and those living eyes brought me 
back all the reply a minister,ever needed. 

A deep peace settled over 
the woman’s face. With a mighty effort 

raised her free hand and reached for 
Garnet’s hand. She left us a minute later 
nd the room was set to echoes with the 


Then I prayed. 


bs of the girl. 

I went to the door, asked one of the men 
to phone Brother Gates and have him make 

cessary dead 
woman, then placed my arm about Garnet 

d led her back to my car. Her body 


arrangements for the 


is still sob-racked. shoulders shaking 
helplessly. I helped her in the car and 


drove out to the country, stopping the car 
a cool little brook. 
\fter a few minutes, her sobs choking off 
to silence, the girl raised her head and 
looked at me. She was puzzled. 
“Why don’t you leave me alone. Your 
»b is finished.” she said roughly. 
[ reached out and took her hand. 
“No it isn’t, Garnet,” I contradicted. 
‘Tell me about you and Grandma Sher- 
For a while I thought she wasn’t going 
answer. Then. in a voice like that of a 
tle girl, she told me the story. How she 
d come to our city to work when she was 
ehteen. after leaving a Southern share- 
pping family because she was sick of 


poverty and fear. She had intended to work 
| perhaps find a decent man. but the 
freedom of the North had gone to her head. 
She was lovely and she soon found that her 
eliness could pay off for her. She had 


sought the easiest way out. She had only 
had one friend—Gram Sherman. whose 
shine shop had been a front for a small 
numbers business. She had nursed Garnet 
back to health when the girl’s body had 
broken under gay living. Gram Sherman 
had been a mother to her and she had 
promised the old woman that she was go- 
ing to go straight. get a job and live de- 
cently. But then one of the Lee Street 
petty gangsters had muzzled into Gram’s 
business. taken it away from her. For the 
past year she had been helping the old 
woman to live—keeping her in cheap fuel 
for her little stove, buying food for her. 
Now Gram Sherman was dead and Garnet 
wanted to die too. 

When Garnet finished the story, I told 
her: “I know what you want. You don’t 
want to die. You want Gram Sherman to 
be laid to rest like any other Christian 
She was a Christian woman, Gar- 
She shall have the 


woman. 
net. Numbers or not. 
finest funeral possible.” 


UR TOWN will never forget that fun- 

eral. The die-hards at Pisgah muttered 
louder than ever that their pastor had gone 
too far when I passed the hat around all 
over town and enlisted the support of the 
loyal Brother Gates to hold last rites for 
Gram Sherman. the old numbers woman. 
Lee Street scrubbed faces and dressed up 
in its pitiful best to turn out for the funeral 
and Garnet sat in the front pew. in simple, 
eloquent black. 

The day after the funeral, I sat in my 
study. trying hard to concentrate. Then I 
sprung up impatiently from my desk. got 
into my car and drove to the ramshackle 
building where Garnet lived. I honestly 
believed I wanted to see the girl because 
she needed me and because it was my duty 
to try to help her. I didn’t know that what 
I believed to be sympathy was an emotion 
bordering on complete love. 

We went for a drive again and I talked 
with Garnet about her future. I told her 
that she could make Gram Sherman happy 
up there in heaven by changing her whole 
life into usefulness for herself and others. 
Garnet had accepted me as her friend and 
now she revealed to me a trusting helpless- 
ness that gave me a feeling of strength. 

I saw Garnet many times after that day 
—always under the guise of advising her 
and guiding her. I persuaded the owner 
of a livery service to give her a clerical job 
and often, in the afternoon. I stopped by 
the office where she worked to take her to 
dinner and sit and talk for hours. Garnet 
rested my mind. She was blooming now 
with a more wholesome beauty and it was 
hard to believe that she had left behind 
her a scarlet past. Garnet and I 
friends, but I still didn’t know I was in love 
with her—nor she with me. 

But I knew it the day that Sister Paige 
clamped down on me. Sister Paige came 
stalking into my study. banged the door 
shut and shook her finger in my face. 
['m going to ruin 


were 


“You young devil. 


you.” she shouted, “You’ve made oy, 
church the disgrace of the town. You’'ye 
turned it into a three-ring circus. First you 
got us into politics. Next you brought jy 
every bum and drunkard in the city. By 
you won't get away with what you're doing 
now. Everyone in town knows you're run. 
ning around with that Lee Street girl. ['ye 
let you go for a long time, but I’m calling 
a meeting at my house tomorrow night and 
the people that count in this town will be 
there. To think you had the nerve to do 
this to me—and to Essy.” 

So that was it. I thought sadly. Sister 
Paige hadn’t become aroused at any of my 
boldness until I had shown a preference for 
the company of a woman—not her niece. 
I smiled evenly at Sister Paige, concealing 
a raging anger. : 

“[’m sorry you have your mind in the 
gutter about this young woman. Sister 
Paige.” I said. “I'm even more sorry you 
have so little faith in me. By all means, 
call your meeting. Meanwhile, won't you 
go home and pray it over?” 

My enraged visitor lunged for the door, 
When she reached it. she turned and said: 
“Yes. Tl go. but I’ve only begun on you, 
mister. As for that girl, I've had her fired.” 
She banged out. 

I sprang from my chair and started after 
her. The last words had hit me square in 
the face. I had a sudden picture of Garnet, 
struggling to live a new. fresh life. being 
called into her employer’s office and told 
she wasn't decent enough to hold a job. 

It was at that moment, temples throbbing 
and heart pounding. that I knew I was. in 
love with Garnet—that this obsession to 
protect and shield her. to make her over 
into a beautiful woman, inside and out, was 
a desire of my heart. 

Shocked, horrified, confused, I knelt by 
my desk and asked God the way out of this 
strange situation. Minutes later I found 
Garnet in her tiny room. Outside her door 
I pounded, hearing the sound of her cry- 
ing. I pushed the door open. strode in and 
picked her up off the bed. turned her tear- 
wet face up to mine and kissed her. 

“You don’t need a job, Garnet.” I told 
her huskily. “You’re going to be a parson’s 
wile.” 

Amazement, hope and utter disbelief 
passed across her face. Then her eyes 
gave me the secret—that her love was a 
perfect answer to my own. I squared my 
shoulders. ready to face the world. We 
drove off into the country and talked. Gar- 
net kept murmuring that it could never be. 
I would lose my church. I covered her 
protesting lips with kisses—kisses of ten- 
derness rather than passion. 

I made Garnet promise to go away for 
a few days to the suburban home of a 
couple who had been my friends. for years, 
for I did not want her in town to witness 
the debacle which I knew would break 
loose immediately. 

When I arrived back at the church, 
Brother Gates was waiting in my study, a 
worried frown on his brow. 

“Pastor,” he appealed to me, looking me 
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straight in the eye. “It is true what I 


hear?” 

“What do you hear. Brother?” I asked, 
proffering him a cigar. 

He shook his head slowly in refusal. 

“I hear you’ve been taking up with a Lee 
Street gal behind the backs of the church 
folks. Sister Paige is out for your scalp 
and is helding a big meeting. They want 
to ask for your resignation and if you don’t 
resign, they want me to hold a church 
meeting to vote you out. 

Brother Gates’ eyes were pleading with 
me to deny the whole business. 
I paced back and _ forth 
stopped in front of the old man and said 

directly. 

“It's true, Brother. I won't resign. Tell 
them to call their meeting.” 

The old man went slowly out, shaking 
his head mournfully. I smiled affection- 
ately at his departing back. 

I was a lonely man for the few days be- 
fore the meeting. The town buzzed with 
gossip. That smart alec pastor was about 


twice. then 


to get his come-uppance, they were saying. 
Real cute one he was—taking up with a 
bad woman from Lee Street and pretend- 
ing all along that he was working for God. 
Prominent citizens cut me on the street. 
The editor of the Gleaner phoned me wor- 
riedly. I had nothing to say to him or any- 
one. I would say my say at the meeting. 
Pisgah Church has never been so jammed 
Every member and 
People came from 


as it was that night. 
his family turned out. 
other churches and just plain citizens ar- 
rived early to witness the spectacle. Brother 
Gates presided over the meeting, sorrow- 
fully, going about a task he despised. 

The charges were read—-a horrible in- 
dictment in which I recognized the vicious 
hand of Sister Paige. 

Brother Gates asked sadly: 

“Has the pastor anything to say?” 

I rose and went to the pulpit. I stood 
there for a second as a dramatic quiet 
settled over the church. In that minute I 
was asking God for the power to tell my 
people the truth so convincingly that there 
could never again be any doubt. 


I went back to the first days of Pisgah 
church under my administration. I told 
them how I had gone down into the valley 
of sin and extended helping hands to those 
who had strayed along the path of right- 
I told them how a woman had 
a woman in trouble. asking 


eousness. 
come to me 
for a Man of God to go with her to watch 


I told 


story 


a soul depart these earthly shores. 
them the story of that 
which. but for the grace of the Almighty. 
might have been the story of any of us. I 
told them how I had converted that woman 
to the belief that she was not beyond hope 


woman a 


or decency. 

My voice throbbed with the utmost feel- 
ing. My words came clear and strong and 
forthright. I told them how I had come to 
love that woman with a love as pure as a 
new-born child. I told that I was 
going to make this saved woman my wife 
that I was willing to endure any hardship 
Then I reminded them of 
a woman stoned and 


them 


for love of her. 
the Christ 
how he had trumpeted to the stoning multi- 
tude: 

“Let him who is without sin cast the first 


who saw 


stone.” 

Then I bowed my head, turned my back 
on the pulpit and walked slowly down the 
aisle and out of the church. They could 
take their vote. 

Yes. that vote was one of overwhelming 
confidence in Mount Pisgah’s pastor. And 
the person who phoned me at the parson- 
age a half-hour later to tell me the news 
a different Sister Paige 
a penitent. chastened woman. 


was Sister Paige 


Garnet and I were married at Pisgah’s 
altar. And 
Garnet has worked, side by side with me in 
behalf of our beloved church. She is super- 
intendent of the Sunday School. She visits 
the sick and comforts the suffering. She is 
an angel of mercy who has the complete 


for many long months now 


love and respect of our people. She is to 
them and to the sordid Lee Street which 
still exists. a living. lovely proof that any 
one, however fallen. may come to God’s 
altar and find the gift of grace. 


THE END 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 10) 


tom. Figures show that 11 per cent of 
all teenagers work at full-time jobs. Sure- 
ly a job during the summer isn’t too much. 

Few Negro boys and girls will find posi- 
tions as store clerks. cashiers and office 
workers, but more will find them today 
than did yesterday. And there are other 
jobs. 

You can work on a farm, helping with 
the chores or the harvest and get plenty of 
wholesome food and fresh air in the pro- 
cess, There is nothing corny nowadays 
(Ouch!) about raising corn, It is as scien- 
tiic as chemistry. And farmers make 
money. 

You can operate an elevator, work in a 
factory, take care of children, teach at the 
playground or wait on table at a summer 


resort. Be sure however. that you have 
checked with your state employment serv- 
ice regarding work permits or certificates 
before signing up. if you are under age. 
Whatever your job, do it so well that 
they will want you back next summer, or 
ask you to stay on part-time when school 


The (and I 


hope save). isn’t the only return you get 
4 d S 


resumes. money you earn 


from a job. The experience gained is in- 
valuable. It not only means that you are 
learning the basic know-how of a trade 
or industry, but also that you are form- 
ing good work habits. 

Unless you are a complete failure and a 
drip of the first water. you can find plenty 
to do and have fun in the doing. The 
greater the challenge to your intelligence. 
your initiative, and the common sense God 
gave you, the more likely is your vacation 


to be a whopping success. 


Not 
Blind 


(Continued from Page 25) 


the Mayor to Marty’s mother. Talk of a 
medal for Marty. As if a chip of cold. 
bronze could restore day’s warm light and 
faces destined to become but haunting 
shadows in a life-long void. 

It couldn't be Tomorrow, I told 
myself fiercely, he would drop by our little 
store for a chat. He would play a favorite 
record or two before picking up his snack 
box and boarding the bus for the night 
shift. Though the subdued flame in those 
deep luminous eyes would not burn for 
me, still my heart would capture a little 
of their glow. Still I would be seeing his 
lithe. strong face as I wrapped up the last 
record for the last customer. 

But fact mocked me. The heavy band- 
ages on Marty’s face had been real. Real 
as the doctor bending gravely over him 
when I had rushed madly to the hospital. 
Yes. real as the love that he bore for Elsa, 





real. 


my sister. 

Reality decreed that he would never love 
me. Always it would be Elsa—proud,. im- 
perious Elsa with the erect grace of a 
princess and the cold-chiselled beauty of 
a Madonna. And woman’s good sense for- 
bade me to believe that it could be other- 
wise. 

Sometimes in hazy, unbidden dreams, I 
let myself imagine things that would bring 
Marty to me. Elsa’s contempt for his 
mother whose education had been a cotton 
patch and her diploma a dish rag. A 
lover’s-quarrel—but tiffs had always been 
mended by an apology from Marty. Even 
if it had been Elsa who'd offended by 
breaking dates. 

Reason had triumphed over the silent 
rebellion of my heart when, just one month 
ago, I had given the dinner that confirmed 
the engagement of Elsa to Marty. Now 
keeping this lone vigil in this lone room, 
I prayed that I might have strength enough 
for both of them. Strength that I could 
give Elsa. with all her quirks and vagaries, 
to sustain Marty through despair and 
affliction. 

I looked up quickly when I heard the 
swish of a skirt. Elsa had come in without 
my realizing it. For all my smoldering 
resentments. I had to admit that I'd never 
seen a more beautiful woman. Line for 
line. curve for curve, she matched a _ pic- 
ture I'd seen of that bygone African queen 
whom family legend claimed as_ our 
ancestress. 

“You should be in bed. Joan.” she spoke 
curtly. “Let me do the worrying about 
Marty.” 

“Marty!” 
guarded 
How is he? 


came out in 
him? 


My words 
eagerness. “You've 
His eyes- ~” 


seen 











Fastidiously, Elsa began taking off her 
white silk gloves. As I waited tensely for 
her to reply, I felt that she looked much 
too composed for an engaged girl whose 
bridegroom-to-be lies stricken. 

She walked to the mirror. smoothed a 
vagrant lock of her rich. black hair, and 
dabbed at her mouth with a lipstick. Only 
then did she deign to answer. 

‘Marty is feeling better. His eyesight 
well the report isn’t very favor- 
able.” 

Elsa put a cigarette in an ivory holder, 
blew a dainty column of smoke: 

“He wants me to marry him as soon as 
he’s discharged from the hospital.” 

“Do it. Elsa.” I pled. “Even if you have 
to move up your wedding date a few weeks 
early. It will help Marty so greatly in the 
1ew adjustments that he will have to make. 
ft will mean so much to him if he can go 


medical 


from a doctor’s care to a wife’s.” 

For a moment, no sound except the trail- 
ing radio down the _ block. 
Elsa’s eyes fled mine, then returned again 

gaze searchingly at me. She stifled the 
gathering frown on_ her then an- 
swered with a faint trace of sigh: 

“[’'m not sure, Joan. It all sounds noble 
ind good, and it’s typical of you. How can 
we live decently if Marty is not able to 
vork?” 

rhe blood rushed to my cheeks at her 
allousness. For one terrible. restrained 

inute, | wanted to slap her. In that in- 
tant. I realized as never, that my sister 
vas unworthy of Marty Ballard. 

[ bit my lips to hold back the denuncia- 


echoes of a 


face, 


clamoring in my soul. But my voice 

is controlled, and almost toneless when 

[ spoke: Marty 
I! get several thousand dollars accident 


“You won’t starve. Elsa. 
pensation from the company—that’s 
iw. [ll deed you two my interest in the 
ecord shop, and go look for a job. Marty 
have useful work. and_ that'll 
ike up for a lot.” 
Her eyes flared sullenly. and her voice 
iad the sting of acid. “Thanks, sister. But 
en [ marry. it will be to get out of the 
Phonographs grinding from 
six. hordes of field- 
nds. reeking of gin and jazz. swarming 
ound on Saturdays to take up two hours 
a booth, and leave thirty-five cents on 
ie counter. Old handkerchief heads. like 
\larty’s mother. shuffling in to hear some 


ill then 


ord shop. 


ine to Barbarian 


inctimonious dise plugger yap spirituals. 
\ll God’s children got wings—but none of 
1's got a dollar.” 


\ withering retort was on the tip of my 
gue. But, that instant, a car stopped 
I heard the motor 
ibside to a gentle, expectant purr. then 

eat-like step. hatefully-familiar on the 
flower-bordered walk. 


iro 


it of our gate. 


f turned to Elsa. “Company. darling.” I 
iid sarcastically. “Your company. dear. 
He’s got dollars 


he’s got wings—hecause his bills fly. 


Mr. Dessaline. no less. 


ind 


Even if his mother wore handkerchief on 
her head before God’s children found an 


il well in their pig pen.” 


=4 


Elsa looked at me spitefully. “Don’t be 
an idiot, Joan.” she said in a modulated, 
cultured snarl. “Larry is probably just 
dropping by to inquire about Marty.” 

I wanted to hear no more. For Larry 
Dessaline’s lordly indifference to her sex 
was equalled only by Elsa’s sublime con- 
tempt for hers. As I fled toward my room. 
I glimpsed a weak foppish face wreathed 
in a sickening smile at the sight of my 
sister. A few minutes after I had closed 
my door, the motor rose to a_ banging. 
joyous crescendo. 


STEPPED to the window and stared at 

the constellation of neons over Houston, 
this new and swaggering “Queen City of 
the South.” Forever now I would remember 
Marty’s voice crying and 
ing for Elsa in a world 
dark. Forever. I would recall his disap- 
pointment when it had been my voice that 
answered and I who had grasped his hand. 

“Oh, it’s you. Joan.” he’d whispered. 
“But where—where is Elsa?” 

My lips were scorched with shame as 


his hands grop- 
grown suddenly 


I'd answered with some noble lie for my 
sister. Then I had searched frantically 
from night spot to night spot till I'd found 
her. Found her wearing Marty’s ring. but 
dreaming to a sugary waltz tune and the 
cooing of Larry Dessaline. 

Strangers we had been when we had 
met after years of separation. Strangers 
we had remained. Elsa had been brought 
up by an aunt. back in Louisiana. where 
our mother had died when I was five and 
my sister three. Our relative could add but 
one child to her large brood so that my 
father. a travelling musician. had placed 
me in an Arkansas orphanage. Then he 
had Houston and. aiter 
years, opened the record shop in the Negro 
community called the Fifth Ward. 

His business progressed slowly and with 
many discouragements. He managed first 
to take Elsa under his roof. feeling that the 
youngest child deserved the main consider- 
ation. But it afterwards. 
when I was 16. that he reclaimed me from 
the orphanage. 

Elsa was standing in the hall that day 
my father drove me to my new home from 
I had wondered why 


come to some 


was two years 


the railroad station. 
she had not come with him to greet me as 
I stepped from the train. Nor for that mat- 
ter had she answered any of the numerous 
letters I had written. asking for her pic- 
ture. 

Now. at last. we stood looking at each 
other in the flesh. Across the dim mem- 
ories of babyhood, I tried to recognize 
something familiar in this splendid, tawny 
girl who stood before me. 

My eyes fell in embarrassment as her 
frigid eyes bore into my shabby orphanage 
dress and my cheap lisle stockings. By 
contrast, Elsa’s fashion 
store dream. Her gaze returned to my but 
ordinarily pretty face. and her lip curled. 

“Elsa.” Father said. “this is your sister, 
Now our whole 


ensemble was a 


Joan. Joan, this is Elsa. 
family is together.” 


Shyly. I walked forward and kissed her, 
She drew away stiffly, without returning 
my embrace. 

“Hello. Joan.” she said coldly. “You'll 
excuse me, but I’ve just dressed for a date, 


We'll have plenty of time to get ae. 
quainted.” 

Then she’d walked out of the house, 
never once glancing back. It had hurt me, 
but the orphanage had taught me not to 
expect too much affection. 

During the months that followed, I tried 
desperately to break down her bleak re. 
serve. I prepared her favorite dishes. and 
bought out of my allowance the movie 
magazines from which she copied her 
hair-dos. Elsa rejected nothing 
nothing. Her icy aloofness even made me 
long. at times. for the orphanage and my 
chatty. companionable girl friends there. 

At school, she did everything to avoid 
being seen with me, even to maneuvering 
lunch periods. When we passed in the cor- 
ridors. she condescended to nod. But I 
was specifically excluded from the after- 
school coke sessions of her well-dressed 


and gave 





fast-stepping crowd. 

Not that | minded being snubbed by 
them. I'd met them all as they'd drifted 
in and out of our home. and Id disliked 
them all. Except that dislike was no word 
for Larry Dessaline. Repulsive was a bet- 
ter one. 

With his gimlet-shrewd eyes and his 
sleek slimness, he reminded me of nothing 
so much as a lizard darting around, look- 
ing for its prey. He loved to flash ten- 
dollar bills in the lunch room while boys 
with only a few cents eyed him enviously. 
“He’s a transparent falsehood in breech- 
es.” I once described him to a girl chum. 
For even his name of Dessaline was bogus, 
his pushing. grasping family having taken 
it to pretend French Creole ancestry. 
Father worried about his younger daughter 
spending so much time with a youth of 
such dubious character. But by then, he 
had Jost all control over Elsa, who was 
following only her own capricious whims. 

I was ready for graduation. a year after 
I'd come to Houston. At seventeen, my 
body had the ripe freshness of approaching 
womanhood. But I was as man-shy as any 
little girl in grade school. The orphanage 


had strictly segregated the sexes so that 
I'd been awkward and self-conscious on 
the few dates that I'd had since coming to 
the city. 

Then, that final semester of my senior 
year. | met Martin Ballard. Other youths 
had stirred me faintly. but I’d retreated in 
panic when they tried to penetrate beyond 
my bashful reserve. Marty was the first 
toward whom I felt no shyness. Not from 
that day when he seated himself smilingly 
beside me in history class. And his pres- 
ence excited me so that my pencil trembled 
in my hands as I copied names and dates 
from the blackboard. 

I was conscious of so many things about 
him, that lazy morning in April. His leo- 
nine head that had the majesty of a Doug- 
lass. The proud curl of his eyelashes, the 
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soaring eloquence of his tongue when he 
mentioned unsung American heroes like 
Crispus Attucks and Robert Smalls. But 
above all. I was moved by those brilliant. 
magnanimous eyes glowing passionately 
when he spoke of all the exalted figures of 
our race, but burning with indignation 
when some newspaper wrote sneeringly or 
patronizingly about us. 

His eyes had courage and consecration. 
They challenged me to know and touch all 
that they knew and beheld. 

Day after day. I strolled down the cor- 
ridor with him after class had ended. Soon. 
we found ourselves taking lunch together 
daily. The time came for the monthly class 
dance. 
when Marty asked me to be his date. 

That week before the party was like mu- 
heart. Everything 


I was the proudest girl in Texas 


sic mounting in my 
about me. I swore. must be new and fresh 
for Marty. 
up. time after time, till I found the com- 
bination that would be discreet but allur- 
ing. I experimented with my hair till 1 
chanced on the effect that would please 
Marty. I went to the best store in the Fifth 
Ward. and bought the finest material that 
Icould find. Then with fingers that seemed 
enchanted, I created an evening gown that 
made Elsa’s lavish ready-mades seem pale 


I changed my blend of make- 


and lifeless by contrast. 

Elsa eyed me with growing jealousy as I 
made my preparations. “A sparrow -turn- 
ing into a peacock.” she remarked sneer- 
ingly on the evening before the dance. 
“You needn't have spent all that money. I 
could have let you had one of my old gowns 
that would have served just as well.” 

She looked at me contemptuously. “It 
would have been good enough for Marty 
Ballard 


mother works in a laundry.” 


who delivers papers and whose 

My hand reached out and gave her a 
stinging slap. It was the first time that I 
had ever struck her, but my very blood re- 
joiced as my palm met that cold. hard face 
to find it but flesh. 

Elsa 
turned, her hand on the knob. “Ill remem- 
“Tl remem- 


wheeled toward the door. She 
ber that. Joan!” she hissed. 
for the rest of my life and yours!” 


I'd just finished dressing the next eve- 


ber it 


ning, when I answered the door bell to wel- 
come Marty. Time was not pressing, but 
some instinct warned me not to tarry in the 
house. 

“Shall we start now?” I asked Marty. 
“We can stop for a soda on the way.” 

At that moment, the back door of the 
living room opened casually. Elsa glided in. 
wearing a low-cut revealing green dress. 

Marty gasped. Any man would have. 
That moment. I could have seized her and 
torn her apart, limb for limb. But while 
my heart damned the stupid farce called 
courtesy, | made the best of the situation. 

“Marty. I believe you know my sister, 
Elsa.” 

Elsa give him no chance to speak. She 
seized his hand in a lingering. familiar grip 


and held him transfixed by eyes grown bold 
and inviting. 

“Why. yes. I know you. Marty.” she 
greeted him. “And I've often 
why you haven’t called on us before.” 

~“I—I wonder too.” Marty answered in a 


wondered 


daze. “I 

“We'd better hurry, Marty.” I put in hur- 
riedly. “Or we'll miss the grand march.” 
Elsa’s eyes were following him like beck- 
But once I felt the 
magic of Marty’s arms in the dance. I for- 
got Elsa. 

I was still deep in that spell when weary 


oning fire as we left. 


musicians started packing their instruments 
and couples began bidding each other cor- 
dial good-nights. If I Marty’s 
troubled silence on the way home. it was 
but to believe that love had left him inar- 
ticulate like me. 

When he escorted me to my door. my lips 
they 


noticed 


turned to his. Searching and eager. 
sought the answering embrace that would 
be his heart's pledge. 

I drew back. hurt and amazed. when I 
felt the barest brush of his lips in return. 
And though we two were alone. I felt an 
intruding shadow between us. 

The shadow of Elsa. 

I bade him a shamed good-night and fled 
When he telephoned the 
shook and my 


into the house. 


next evening. my hand 
tongue grew numb when he asked for Elsa. 
Gloating triumph flashed from her nar- 
rowed eyelids as she picked up the re- 
That night. I threw my resplendent 
And with 


ceiver. 
evening gown into the furnace. 
it. I burnt my hopes. 


A LL THAT had been five years ago. 
Years that had seen us inherit the rec- 
ord shop at our father’s death. Years of 
yearning as I saw my beloved drawn ines- 
capably into Elsa’s net. Years that had 
seen her constantly vacillate between Mar- 
ty and Larry. only to decide upon Marty 
when old Mrs. Dessaline had let it be 
known through society’s grapevine that she 
would accept no daughter of a humble mu- 
sician into her family. 

Now those haunting eyes of Marty would 
never look upon either of us again. Not 
upon Elsa who loved but to conquer. Nor 
upon me loving only to serve. It was three 
a.m. as I wearily dropped off to sleep. As 
my eyes closed, I heard the steps of Elsa 
and Larry on the porch, followed by a 
giggling scuffle in what seemed an extended 
parting. 

It was noon before she appeared at the 
shop. Her eyes were tired and heavy as 
she sullenly picked up a batch of new rec- 
ords to place in the booths. 

“Larry’s inquiries about Marty seem to 
have been very thorough,” I remarked dry- 
ly. “Or did you find more pleasant topics 
to talk about in the course of five hours.” 

Her hands began trembling in rage. The 
records dropped and shattered into a thou- 
sand pieces. For a moment. she stood 
clinching her hands and glaring savagely 
till she regained her control. 


“Larry’s offered me a job as advance 
agent for a traveling concert ensemble in 
which he has an interest.” she said slowly. 
“Real artists who play real music before 
whites and the better class of Negroes.” 

I threw down the pencil with which I'd 
been checking some figures. 

“What about Marty?” I asked hotly. 

Her eyes flinched. “You love him.” she 
accused. “You'll always love him. Maybe 
I did him wrong to take him from you.” 

“Right or wrong.” I retorted. “My feel- 
ings are not important. Marty’s recovery 
is. Would Marty have run out if you’d had 
the accident?” 

“No. I suppose not.” she answered dully. 
“Tm sorry. Joan. Ill live up to my word 
—and my love.” 

She stood up and put her arm around 
me. “I’m going to the hospital now and 
tell Marty [ll marry him the day he comes 
home.” 

I kissed her almost affectionately. “Back 
in an hour.” she called as she dashed out 
the door and flagged a taxi. I picked up a 
broom to clear the mess. trying to make 
myself believe that everything was settled. 

“She can’t be all bad if she’s my sister,” 
I assured myself. “Elsa was born with a 
wild streak I don't But marriage 
will stabilize her as it has other girls I’ve 


have. 


known.” 

But the joke did not dispel the vague 
fears that kept troubling me. My uneasi- 
ness increased as the day wore on without 
Elsa returning to the shop. A dozen times, 
I stepped outside to scan the street anxious- 
ly. but still no sign of my sister. Twice I 
dialed my house number. Each time the 
only reply was,the mocking drone of an 
unanswered phone. 

In a near-panic. I closed the store an 
hour early and hurried home. I ran into 
the house and flung open the door of Elsa’s 
room. “Elsa! Elsa!” I called. Then I 
stood there stunned. For empty. gaping 
closets and hastily-opened drawers told 
their tale of betrayal. 

Elsa was gone. Gone with a lie on her 
lips and deceit in her heart. 

How would I tell Marty? How could I 
convince him that every kiss of hers had 
been a Judas kiss. 

My frantic eyes saw an envelope lying 
on Elsa’s dresser. With scorn and bitter- 
ness. I read the message inside: 

I’m accepting the job. Sorry to 
But it was the only way 


“Joan: 
take this way out. 
you left me. Elsa. 

“P.S. Break this to Marty in the best 
way you can.” 

I tore the missive into crumpled _ bits. 
Decent of her. I thought bitterly, to remem- 
ber Marty. at least. with a postscript. Then 
my mind asserted itself with hard, firm 
logic. 

Marty had to be told. It would be cruel- 
ty added to cruelty, however I broke it. 
And only I. who loved him so dearly, could 
tell him that he had been betrayed so 
despicably. 

I called a neighbor girl and engaged her 
to help me in the store for a few days. As 
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soon as I had given her necessary instruc- 
tions. I sped to the hospital. My face was 
set and grim as [ walked down the corridor 
toward Marty’s room. A few feet from his 
door. I felt a light touch on my shoulder. 
[ whirled around to face Dr. Jenkins, our 
kindly neighborhood physician. whom Id 
gotten to visit Marty daily. 

The doctor’s elderly. genial face was 
beaming. “Good news, girl.” he said ex- 
citedly. “Good news about our boy. His 
sight is showing some improvement.” 

In my delight. I grabbed the doctor’s 
hands and planted a big kiss on his cheek. 
Then he added soberly: 

“Marty’s beginning to see a little. I 
doubt if his eyesight will be completely 
normal. and that prospect we have to face.” 
“Fifty per cent of it is actual 
eyes. Fifty per 
nt of it is nervous shock. Keeping him 
free from more shocks is the best treat- 
That—and his faith in Elsa.” 

His jaith in Elsa. My heart turned chill 
with dread. I gave the doctor a muttered 
cood-bye and hurried on. grappling with 

decision. far more difficult than the one 


He paused. 


physical injury to his 


ment. 


I'd made under anger’s stress last night. 

\larty was sitting up in the half-dark- 
when [| “Hello. 
“Doctor Jenkins has just 
told me the news. I’m so glad. so proud for 


ened room entered. 


Marty,” I cried. 
Vou, 

He turned and peered at me through that 
loom which had unfolded, even if a little. 
rhim. 

“Hello, Joan.” he answered. “I can place 
Elsa—-she didn’t 
yesterday. Is she ill?” 


i by vour voice. But 


thanked God then that he could not see 
For a tense 


expression on mv face. 

ind that seemed a century. I struggled 

tween truth and obligation. And obliga- 
won when I remembered the doctor’s 
ng about shock. 

l.ater—later I would tell Later. 


en disclosure would not send him back 


him. 


» permanent. incurable blindness as a 
tter retreat from her treachery. 

{ came for Elsa.” I began hesitantly. 

my voice gathered conviction. “She 

yes that you two need more money to 

t on. with all the trouble that you've 

id. She was offered a good out-of-town 

tion for which she had to leave imme- 

| reached over and patted his 

“But shell be back 

{nd she asked me to give you this 


don't Worry 
token.” 
[ bent over and lifted his face to mine. 
) lips met. my heart stood suspended in 
ty during that long. precious kiss that 
meant for my sister. 
Elsa.” he said when he released me. 
| knew that she would not fail me. But I. 
will work. There are trades that peo- 
weav- 
Did Elsa say 


with poor eyesight can learn 
typing, broommaking. 
1 write me soon?” 


Very soon,” I lied. 


HAT NIGHT. I sat down and wrote a 

moving. tender letter full of adoration 
and hope. I mentioned marriage in every 
other paragraph. I put into it all that I 
had ever thought and felt toward him. But 
the name I signed was Elsa’s. 

Night after night. I did the same thing. 
Each day. the Marty’s floor 
brought him one more missive breathing 
the soul of a woman with sentiments that 
were as true as the signature was false. 
And often as I walked from the house to 
the corner mail box to post a letter. my 
eyes were scalding with tears. 

In less than a week. Marty was able to 
go home. I felt a pride I dare not show 
when Dr. Jenkins gave credit to the letters 
for his rapid progress. “I’m hoping that 
his sight will eventually be half-normal,” 
the doctor told me. “But two things. That 
girl mustn't stay away And 
Marty’s hands must not remain idle.” 

“Tl do what I can about the first.” | 
promised. “And I'll see to the second.” 

I knew that Marty was a master me- 
I brought him into the shop and 


nurse on 


too long. 


chanic. 
put him on a salary to repair radios and 
victrolas brought to us. His sense of touch 
was so deft that even. with his impaired 
vision, he never misplaced a bolt. 

But. above all. I had him with me. For 
a period. however transient. I had the pre- 
I could 
hear the deep. warm laugh of him echoing 
above the grind of jazz and bop. And if I 
winced when he discussed his plans for 
Elsa, I accepted gratefully friendship’s 
tenderness for love’s ecstasy. 

Once he stumbled over a radio cabinet 
that had been carelessly placed. I rushed 
forward to give him a protecting arm. and 
suddenly found his hands encireling my 


cious nearness of his presence. 


waist. 
said impulsively. 

“T hope you find your mate. dear,” he 
half-whispered. 
you can be happy 
| ia 

“As happy as Elsa and you.” I echoed 
dully. Then my them- 
selves from his as I ran out of the store to 
take a long walk around the block. Dur- 
ing the three months that followed. Marty’s 


“You've been so good. Joan.” he 


with whom 


as happy as Elsa and 


“Somebody 


hands wrenched 


sight continued to improve. 

During that time. also. his anxiety for 
Elsa increased. I invented more desperate 
stratagems in the letters that I kept writ- 
ing and mailing to his home. I had Elsa 
saying that the concert ensemble had ex- 
tended its tour, making impossible her 
immediate return to Houston. That much 
of it was true. But the bitter fact I heard 
through guarded rumors trickling back. 
was that Larry Dessaline and Elsa were 
constantly together as she traveled across 
the country, booking engagements for the 
ensemble. 

Reason told me that I could not main- 
tain all this pretense much longer. Sooner 


or later, | would be trapped in my own net 
of lies. 
happen that would let him know. 

“You'll hang yourself, girl,” I said bit- 


Sooner or later, something would 


“Hang yourself for being noble 
But hanging it'll be regardless.” 

One day, when Marty was out for a mp. 
ment. his mother walked with a deeply. 


terly. 


concerned face into the shop. 
with short ceremony: 

“You wrote those letters. Joan. Els: 
has deserted Marty. I want the truth.” 

My eyes wavered and fell before hers 
“What—-what makes you think that?” ] 
asked weakly. 

“Because.” she answered evenly. “while 
the letters are written as if they came from 
different towns. they are all postmarked 
right here from Houston.” 

Dizzily I sank on a stool. feeling tha 
worlds had crashed on me. So now it had 
come. 

I raised by head to face Mrs. Ballard, 
waiting with quiet determination for her 
answer. 

“Yes.” I confessed humbly. “Yes, | 
wrote the letters.” 

“Try to understand, Mrs. Ballard. | 
wrote them to shield Marty because—be. 
cause I love him.” 

You love me!” a voice thundered. “You 
cheap liar. You ... I—I ought to—” 

I wheeled to face Marty. A Marty I'd 
never seen before. his fists clinched. and 
his face livid with rage. 
he repeated with a sneer. 


She spoke 


“You love me.” 
“Both of you 
love me, one of you to fool me. and the 
other to cover for her. Don’t try to pre. 
tend. I heard it all as I came in—heard 
everything you admitted to my mother.” 

His mother ran toward him with implor- 
ing hands. “Joan’s a good girl.” she 
pleaded. “and I didn’t come here to con- 
demn her—” 

“Don’t tell me what she is!” he shouted. 
He dodged past his mother and held me in 
an iron vise. 

“Tell me!” he said hoarsely. “Tell me 
before I break you in pieces. Elsa is with 
Larry Dessaline?” 

[ nodded desperately. He flung me from 
him. 

“Get out, you fool!” I shrieked. 
who are still blind—-so 


“Get 
out—you blind 
uel 


His mother was half-pulling, half-lead- 
ing him out of the store. 


A MONTH passed, and I felt as one 
*~™ whose life is spent. Marty’s hot words 
of abuse had left lasting bruises that no 
flight of time could heal. 

At the end of those four weeks. I made 
myself live again. With the same strength 
I had shown for Marty, I took myself in 
hand and began going out with girl 
friends. These in turn led to dates with 
men. Resolutely, I decided that my best 
course was to marry the first decent man 
who asked me. 

Then one night I heard the telephone 
“Long distance.” an operator's 
impersonal voice said. “Elsa Montgomery 
in Shreveport calling Joan Montgomery.” 

I stood there for an instant, digging my 
nails into the instrument. “Hello, hello!” 
called. “Are there?” 


ringing. 


the operator you 
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“Yes.” I answered in a stupor. “Yes, 
I'm here. Put my sister on.” 

The words of Elsa came tumbling over 
the wire. “Hello, hello, Joan darling. I’ve 
been such a bad girl, running out and never 
dropping you a postcard. Listen carefully, 
dear. I’m coming back—coming back to 
marry Marty.” 

I swallowed hard. 
tested. “What about Larry? 
in Houston knows you've been seeing a lot 


“But. Joan.” I pro- 
Everybody 


of each other.” 

She cut me off in a grumpy, sour voice. 
“Oh, sister, don’t be such a little prude. 
Haven't you heard? Mrs. Dessaline—that 
fat hag—is bringing him home to marry a 
girl she’s picked out. And Larry’s got no 
choice except being cut out of Mamma’s 
will.” 

I gasped at her effrontery. “So now that 
you've failed with Larry.” I shouted into 
' “vou're ready to come back 
still clean 


the phone, 
come to a man who’s clean 
and fresh.” 

I heard an ironical laugh. “Look, dar- 
ling, cut out the drama. Marty 


He'll forgive me as he always 


under- 
stands me. 
has. Now call him up and tell him I'll be 
home in two hours by plane. Tell him to 
wait for me at our house.” 

I gazed limply at an inane calendar on 
the wall. “AIL right. Elsa.” I mumbled. 
“T'll call Marty and tell him. I 


that’s the way it has to be—the way it’s all 


guess 


been.” 

I hung up, then went to the kitchen and 
brewed myself a strong cup of coffee. 
After draining it in nervous gulps, I dialed 
Marty’s number, only to get a busy signal. 
Twenty times during the next hour. I tried 
to reach him. But, each time. I heard 
only that forbidding buzz-buzz of a phone 
in use. 

“Probably Mrs. Ballard chatting with 
some crony,” I thought. “But this is a 
message that I’m in no hurry to give.” 

On the last attempt. I succeeded. I 
heard Marty’s voice saying, “Hello.” 

“Hello. Marty.” I said as impersonally 
as I could. 

“Joan,” he exclaimed. “I’ve been ring- 
ing you for the last hour only to hear the 
get-off-the-line signal.” 

“And I you, too,” I replied wonderingly. 
“That accounts for it. We dialed the same 
instant and tied up each other’s phones.” 

“For once we clicked simultaneously,” 
he answered. “Joan, I’m sorry I acted as 
I did—” 

“No apologies,” I said curtly. “I called 
only to tell you that Elsa is returning. 
She'll be home in two hours, and wants 
you to be here.” 

Silence, then his voice sounding calmly 
in my ears. “All right. ll be there. And 
while ['m about it, Pll bring those letters 
you wrote me.” 

“Do,” I flared. 


need some amusement, and they are most 


“Your absent lady will 


amusing.” 
I banged up the receiver, cursing myself 
for ever having written those foolish com- 


promising notes to a man who had not 
loved me. Now in the impending reunion 
between Elsa and Marty. they would rise 
up as grisly, sardonic phantoms to crown 
my humiliation. 

Laugh at me they would when they read 
my letters. But I would no longer hear 
their jests. I stalked into my room and be- 
gan throwing things in a bag. As soon as 
Elsa returned, I ready to go. 
Ready to give them the house. the busi- 
ness, and my wishes for better or worse. 


would be 


just so that I never had to see them again. 
I carried the bag to the living room, and 
dumped it in the middle of the floor. A 
light knock sounded on the door. “Come 
in!” I shouted. Marty entered. And even 
as I regarded him with a stony face. | mar- 
velled that his eyes were so much clearer 
and his walk so sure. 
“Good evening. Marty.” 
“No forced chit-chat if you please. 
give me my letters and I'll withdraw. As 
and I’ve bidden you 


I said coldly. 


Just 


soon as Elsa comes 
both good-bye and good riddance.” 
He looked at me squarely. “You 
letters. Joan.” he said gravely. 
“on one condition.” 
“Condition.” I rasped. “Name it. Money 


can 


have the 


to buy a welcome-back present for Elsa. 
Name your price and [ll write you a 
check.” 

His shoulders sagged and his jaw 


dropped. “All right. Joan. I have it com- 
ing to me.” he said guiltily. “But money’s 
not the condition.” 

He placed the letters on a table near me, 
then took out a “Wherever Elsa’s 
name is written, scratch it out and put the 
name of the girl who really gave her heart 
Elsa—-and 


pen. 


in deed and word. Cross out 
write in Joan.” 

I rose, searching his face with my eyes. 
Searching for the ridicule that I felt was 
meant by his words. His eyes shone like 
his face. and I saw no mockery but some- 
thing I wanted to believe yet couldn't. 

“You mean.” I asked. “that it is not 
Elsa but I—?” 

He drew me to him. “Let me answer 
with this.” he said. “Let me say every- 
thing that I should have said over all these 
passionate lips were 


years.” Then his 


Real-Life Dramas 


(Continued from Page 9) 
the deserted bride, now 35. told a matri- 
monial referee that she wanted an annul- 
ment of her marriage. She said it had 
never been consummated and that she had 
not brought action against her husband 
previously because she always believed he 
“We were both entertain- 
figured that 
have 


would return. 
ers,” she explained, “so I 
when he didn’t come back he must 
found another job.” 

The faithful bride then went on to tell 
the jurist that after the first six years of 
waiting, she happened upon her husband 
one day by accident. but that when she 
approached him about returning to her he 


seeking mine in a desperate embrace. 

“My vision is seventy-five per cent,” he 
said. “My heart a hundred—after reading 
for myself those letters I'd intended to 
burn.” 

He paused and looked full in my eyes. 
“I’ve read them over and over again these 
weeks. I want to read them again and 
again for the rest of my life.” 

My fingers caressed his cheek. “I'll 
write you one for every day of your life. 
But—but—why didn’t you tell me this be- 
fore?” ; 

He pulled me closer to him. 
ing to all evening.” he replied. 
confounded phone 

Then we both laughed. And, this time, 
it was our lips that met simultaneously. 

Then there was a not-too-tactful cough. 
Reluctantly. we drew apart to see Elsa 


“T was try- 
“But your 


standing before us. 


“Very touching.” she said cuttingly. 
“Very! I leave my fiance in the care of 


my sister. and come home to find them in 
a love-lock. Now that you’ve had your 
little rendezvous. Joan can retire and Marty 
can explain.” 

Marty eyed her coolly. “There are no 
explanations. Elsa,” he tersely. 
“Neither from you nor from me. You've 
come home in time for our marriage— 


said 


Joan’s and mine.” 

Elsa looked desperately from him to me 
*Marriage—you and 
“I—I don’t under- 





and then back again. 
Joan.” she faltered. 
stand.” 

] saw her face scorch, her hand shake 
convulsively. She gave me a long, pierc- 
ing look of hate, then turned abruptly and 
walked out from the house. 

We've heard little from her since. Only 
very formal Christmas cards sent to us from 
the Northern city passes as 
“Ttalian.” 

After she'd gone. I picked up my bag. 
“Excuse me a minute, dear,” I asked 
Marty. “while I unpack this darned thing.” 

He noticed it for the first time. “Leave 
it packed.” he said. “You'll need it for 
our honeymoon.” 

I squeezed his hand tightly. 
long honeymoon, darling.” 


where she 


“A long. 
THE END 


told her frankly that he had no intention 
of doing so. “I did nothing about it at the 
time.” she confessed, “because I was un- 
der the hallucination that he would come 
back and be my husband. You see, I was 
so in love with him I figured he might 
change. People say that as you grow older 
you change your mind, and I believed it 
might happen to him.” 

The referee shook his head in disbelief, 
then told her quietly that he would have to 
refuse her annulment on the basis that she 
was sole witness in the case, and that un- 
der the law no annulment can be granted 
until the plaintiff's testimony is supported 
by another witness. 

Disheartened, the woman walked away 
wondering if she could produce such a 
witness. 
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(Continued from Page 23) 


with their long lashes gazed out of her 
lovely face with an air of complete trust 
and innocence. 

I knew that some day she would meet a 
man who would truly love her and take 
over my self-appointed task of caring for 
her. so when Paul came along my joy was 
almost as great as Agatha’s. Never once 
did I regret the sacrifices I'd made. the 
long hours of hard work. the chances for 
my own romance that I rejected because I 
felt that my sister needed me. 

Paul turned out to be all I could have 
wished for in a brother-in-law. I must con- 
fess that the question of Agatha’s marriage 
had aroused certain fears within me. I 
loved her with such intensity that I felt 

other person—and certainly no man— 
would give her all the attention and affec- 
tion | had showered on her. Of course. I 
had met Paul the first time he called to 
take Agatha out. but I still considered her 

child in many ways. She was barely 20 
then. She certainly had no lack of ad- 
iirers and I guess I derived a vicarious 
pleasire from her popularity. So. while 
Paul seemed to be a nice enough young 

(despite the fact that he was a year 
lder than my 26. I found myself. mother- 
ke. referring to him as “that nice young 

“) at that time he was no different 
the half dozen other regular beaux 


\gatha had. 
\ctually, their marriage was an elope- 
nt. since I knew nothing about what had 
happened until Agatha burst into our lit- 
apartment with a proud and smiling 
‘aul behind her. “Oh, Susan!” she cried. 
what? Paul and I She flung 
irms around me and hugged me tight. 
en stepped back and held out her left 
and. I saw the thin gold band circling 
third finger and caught my breath. 
Please don’t be 


(,uess 


I'm so happy. Susan. 
ery with me for not telling you before, 


It was some time before the shock passed 
d the light that sparkled in 
\gatha’s eyes told me that anything that 


joyous 


ild make her so deliriously happy must 


right for her. My eyes brimmed as I 
ok her in my arms and pressed my cheek 
gainst the softness of her hair. I glanced 


Paul then. 
irful scene between two women, he had, 


p at Unembarrassed by this 
felt. a deep appreciation of the close 


md between Agatha and me. My con- 
ratulations to the happy couple were 
cere and if there was a trace of sorrow 
ny voice, it was only because I realized 


t my job as “Mother Hen” was at an 


RECALL the celebration dinner the 

three of us had. They refused to let me 
back out, despite my comment that 
“Three’s a crowd.” 

“Nonsense.” Paul had said. “Aggie and 
I wouldn’t dream of leaving without some 
sort of celebration.” 

“Leaving?” It hadn’t occurred to me that 
from now on, my little Agatha must “for- 
sake all others” and follow the man of her 
choice. 

Agatha refused to even discuss it until 
I agreed to go. Later, in the coziness of 
a quiet cafe, after we had toasted the suc- 
cess of their marriage. she told me about 
their one-week honeymoon. “The office 
couldn't spare Paul longer than that,” 
Agatha pouted. 

Paul leaned close to her. “But don’t you 
worry. darling.” he comforted. “I've got 
two weeks vacation coming this summer 
and we'll have a second honeymoon.” 

A sudden thought occurred to her. “And 
then Susan can be with us!” 

“Oh no.” I protested. “If you two are 
half as much in love then as you are now, 
I'd only be in the way.” 

Agatha reached across the table and 
took my hand in hers. “You'll never be in 
the way, Susan. You'll always be with 
me!” 

I glanced at Paul for the meaning of her 
words and he nodded agreement. “It’s all 
arranged. Aggie and I have decided that 
you're going to live with us. After all, 
you're the only ‘family’ she’s got.” 

And so it was that two weeks later, I 
moved into the trim little cottage Paul had 
bought in the suburbs. Any misgivings I 
might have had about the wisdom of the 
new arrangement were quickly dispelled. 
Even though the role | was playing was 
somewhat that of a mother-in-law. never in 
word or action did either of them imply 
this. 

Often. as we lingered over after-dinner 
coffee. Paul would suggest. “Let’s take in 
tonight. Aggie darling.” then 
“Of course, you'll come 


a movie 
smiling at me, 
too.” 

Other times. when they 
Paul’s family, I was invited too and always 
received a warm welcome. 

At first Agatha and I took turns prepar- 
ing meals. but soon she decided that it was 


went to. visit 


time for her to become proficient in this 
neglected phase of her education. So under 
my guidance, she was soon bustling around 
the kitchen like a veteran. One afternoon, 
while fixing a complicated, but very ap- 
petizing dinner, Agatha broke off in the 
middle of humming a song. “Oh Susan, if 
only you knew how wonderful all this is!” 
she exclaimed. “I feel almost—well. guilty 
for being so happy.” 

“Don’t be silly,” I laughed. “What makes 
you think I haven’t found happiness. Be- 
lieve me, there’s enough of it around here 
for me to get more than enough.” 

Agatha paused, a pie tin in her hand 
and a smudge of flour on her glowing 
cheek. “That’s not what I mean. Being 
married—having someone to love you is— 


it’s heaven! I'd hate to think that I de. 
prived you of something as precious as 
that.” 

“It’s sweet of you to worry about me. 
honey. But I knew all along that I'd haye 
to wait until you had found your happiness, 
I'm the ‘Mother Hen,’ remember?” 

“Well, from now on, you'll start think. 
ing of yourself,” she commanded. “There's 
nothing to prevent you from finding the 
right man now.” 

From then on, Agatha worked overtime 
as a match-maker. But so content was | 
with my own little world—the three of ys 
—that I made no serious attempts to leave 
it. My casual treatment of the eligible men 
she maneuvered into meeting me exasper. 
ated her no end. “You’re going about it in 
the wrong way!” she scolded. And Pay] 
agreed with “Cupid’s Little Helper” as he'd 
jokingly labeled Agatha. 

Perhaps if I had been certain of finding 
a husband as perfect as Paul. I might have 
taken their efforts a little more seriously, 
But I was convinced that my handsome 
young brother-in-law was one in a million, 
so I was content to share him with Agatha, 

I had grown extremely fond of Paul, 
mainly, I told myself, because he'd dis. 
covered in Agatha all the fine qualities | 
knew she had. Sometimes he and I would 
enter into long discussions on books or 
plays. from which Agatha would excuse 
herself. and I found that his fine, clear 
mind was almost as sharp as his good 
looks. 

But as the cold weather passed and 
winter turned to spring, a vague uneasi- 
ness crept over me. I began to have doubts 
about the “happiness” I kept insisting I'd 
found. Agatha’s constant hints about get- 
ting married suddenly grated on my ears 
and once | implored her irritably. “Let's 
drop the subject, shall we?” Then I added 
in an attempt to smooth over the bruskness, 
“After all, ’'m not quite an old maid yet. 
There’s still time, Agatha.” 

The truth was that I could no longer 
imagine another life for myself. To find 
a man who might turn out to be tyranical 
or selfish just to say I was married was 
unthinkable. The happiness Paul and 
Agatha had found had become just as much 
mine as theirs. And yet there were times 
when I was overcome by a_ melancholy 
moodiness, an impression of emptiness that 
seemed to grow in intensity. I’d lie awake 
at night reliving the events of the day, the 
cay smiling faces of Paul and Agatha 
vividly clear in my mind. But one night at 
the beginning of spring, only one image 
came through clearly no matter how hard! 
strained—it was Paul’s handsome, square: 
jawed face, and I was frightened .. . 


( NE WARM SUNNY DAY. shortly 
afterward, Agatha and Paul decided to 
spend the day at Virginia Beach, close by. 
Naturally, I was invited and the three of 
us, arms linked, proceeded toward the 
beach singing and laughing with carefree 
abandon. 
As I donned my bathing suit, I was 
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pleasantly surprised to find nothing of the 
old maid in my appearance. While I didn’t 
have Agatha’s fragile beauty. my legs were 
straight and full-calved and my figure was 
well-formed. Somehow, the atmosphere, 
the out-of-doors feeling that flooded the 
bathhouse, made me more aware of my 
body. | was tremendously relieved and per- 
haps a little smug to find that I was truly 
still too young to worry about my future. 

Timidly, I ventured out into the sunshine 
of the beach, into a blaze of light and color 
and sounds; the shouts of men and women 
splashing about in the water, the strains 
of a popular song from a portable radio. 
the cries of boys and girls chasing each 
other along the sand. My self-confidence 
srew and soon I was swept up in the spirit 
of things. 

Agatha and Paul bounded toward me and 
capturing me, pulled me toward the cool 
water. I was laughing without knowing 
why. intoxicated by so much color after the 
Agatha 
was ravishing as a siren in the one-piece 
white bathing suit. And I marveled at Paul 
in his close-fitting trunks—surely this wide 
shouldered young athlete was some hand- 
some stranger and not the brother-in-law I 
thought I knew so well! 

Something of the same surprise must 
have hit Paul. for he showed a very mascu- 


long winter months of drabness. 


line reflex on seeing me for the first time 
in my red form-fitting suit. His frankly- 
admiring glance, lingering for a fraction of 
asecond on my exposed figure. gave me a 
strange feeling of confusion. For a mo- 
ment. it was as if we were completely 
alone. 

But my blushes 
place, tor all over the beach were men and 
women as_ scantily Acatha 
plunged immediately into the surf and Paul 
hurried after her with strong. even strokes. 
[remained on the sand. sunning myself. 

Then Paul climbed the diving board and 
gave an exhibition that eclipsed the efforts 
f the other experienced divers. Like a 
little boy showing off before his best girl. 
he grew bolder in his antics and like a 
little girl, Agatha clapped her hands in 
glee. The show over. Paul approached us. 
drying himself with his large terrycloth 
towel. His black hair shone with a thou- 
sand gleaming droplets of water that rained 


were certainly out of 


clad as we. 


on his chest, adding their delicate grace to 
the impression of strength he gave. 

Once again I| felt his glance on me and 
the same rush of confusion I'd felt before. 
“It's your turn now. Susan.” he said gaily. 

“What?” I demanded in mock indigna- 
tion. “You want me to dive?” 

Paul laughed. “At least swim. We're not 
going to let you be one of those bathing 
beauties who never go near the water, are 
we Aggie?” 

“Of course not.” Agatha encouraged 
“Go on with Paul.” 

“I'm going to give you a swimming les- 
son.” he said. 

“Don’t be frightened, Susan.” Agatha 
murmured, turning face down on the sand. 
“If he lets anything happen to you I'll 


wring his handsome neck. I'll be right 
here when you get back.” 

I realized that 
spoiled the spirit of the outing. so I went. 
reluctantly because I was truly frightened. 
A few moments later I found myself floun- 
dering around in the water. held up by 
Paul’s strong arms. Agatha watched for a 
while. laughing at the clumsy way I tried 
out Paul’s instructions. 


a refusal would have 


to carry 

Gradually. the lesson took us away from 
our starting point and we found ourselves 
strangers. as 


in the midst of a crowd of 


gay and giddy as we. For a while. we 
joined a circle of bathers who were tossing 
around a huge beach ball, but soon Paul 
reminded me of the unfinished lesson. 

“You're doing great. Sue!” he shouted. 
“Now try it alone.” 

“T can’t Paul. I can’t! 

He brushed aside my fears. 
I'll hold you up part of the way.” 

With my heart in my mouth, I risked a 
few strokes. At first it went well. but soon 


Cll drown.” 


“Come on, 


I lost confidence and with a cry I sank 
below the surface. In a flash Paul was 
at my side and I felt myself seized by 


strong arms and lifted out of the water. 
Choking and gasping. I was in Paul’s arms. 
pressed against his chest. “My little Sue. 
you gave me a scare!” he scolded gently. 

[ was trembling and his hands soothingly 
patted my shoulders. I glanced up and ou 


eyes met. In a flash I understood what had 
been happening to me for weeks. why 
Paul’s face came through clearer and 


clearer in my dreams. I realized at that 
moment that the “Mother Hen” no longer 
existed... 

All along I had been deluding myself 
that it was my sister’s happiness that kept 
that it 
was my fear of going away from Paul. And 
I knew also. in this moment of revelations. 
I had to re- 


me bound to her. but now I knew 


that my feelings were shared. 
gain control of myself! 

“Paul. let me go!” 

His chest heaved a bit and in his eyes 
*Susan—” he murmured. 
Summoning all my strength will 
I placed both hands on his bare 


was a new flame. 
and 
powel 
chest and pushed. “Agatha’s waiting for 


I said. reminding myself as well as 


as 
us! 
Paul that this was impossible. Then more 
gently. I added. “Paul, we must go back.” 
Silently. | head and of- 
fered his hand to lead me back to the spot 
Agatha. But I pretended 


not to see this gesture. 


2 lowered his 


where we'd left 


My sister was surprised at our tired faces 
and dejected mood. I told her briefly that 
I'd had a bad scare and besides, I'd had 
enough of the beach for the first day. So 
the outing was cut short and we returned 
without talking 
but several times I thought I 


home much. I avoided 
Paul's eyes, 
detected Agatha’s searching glance going 


from one to the other. 


A FTER the unforgettable incident on the 
7 beach, | being 


with Paul and 


deliberately avoided 


Agatha as much as I could 


without arousing comment. I was always 
busy with something else the nights they 
went out and frequently at dinnertime I'd 
announce that I planned to eat out. The 
men they'd introduced me to came in handy 
now and I spent more and more of my 
time with these suitors they'd selected. 

For their part. both Paul and Agatha 
respected my obvious wish to be left alone. 
Paul, of course. knew the reason. but I 
hoped that my sister might attribute it to 
being busy with my new friends. Then. one ° 
night when I came home late from a danc- 
ing date. Paul confronted me just as I was 
room. His face was 


about to enter my 


drawn and the circles under his eyes 
showed the strain he’d been under. 

“Ive got to talk to you, Sue!” he said 
determinedly. then seeing my glance toward 
the kitchen. informed me. “Mom hurt her 
back this morning. Aggie’s staying over- 
night to look after her.” 

“There’s—there’s nothing to talk about. 
Paul,” I reminded him, trying hard to keep 
a sob out of my voice. 

“But there is! We both know what hap- 
pened out there on the beach. What are 
we going to do about it?” 

The next moment he’d swept me into 
his arms and showered me with kisses. 

Then sanity returned and sobbing bit- 
terly. I broke away from him and dashed 
into my room, bolting the door behind me. 
\ short time later I heard the outside door 
open and slam shut with a finality that 
pierced my aching heart. “Paul!” I cried. 
“Paul. I love you!” But only the echo of 
my voice in the empty house answered me. 
Taking 


down my suitcase from the closet shelf, I 


It was then I made my decision. 


dumped my things into it, leaving behind 
the many trinkets Paul and 
Agatha had given me during my stay. I 


and gifts 
wanted nothing to remind me of them. Al- 
ready. too much of Paul—and Agatha. too 

was etched indelibly on my heart. With 
the painful knowledge that I had to build 
a new life somewhere in a new and distant 
place. I left the house where happiness had 
turned into so much pain and misery and 
sorrow 

Time passed quickly in St. Louis, 
I'd settled. I don’t know why I chose this 
city. perhaps because this was where our 
family, the Banks. had originally come 
from. I found work 
agency and tried to put from my mind all 


where 


soon with a social 
thoughts of the two people I loved most in 
the world. yet had injured so grievously. 

I didn’t write them where I was. so had 
was 


how their married life pro- 


But finally, realizing how selfish 


no idea 
gressing. 
this was. I dropped them a postcard telling 
them I was well and apologizing briefly for 
my hurried departure. I felt better after 
mailing the card: perhaps they wondered 
about me, just as I had them. 
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Then. a couple of weeks later, I received 
a telegram one night. The cryptic message 
sent an anguished shudder through me. It 


read: 


PLEASE COME AT ONCE. 
AGATHA’S CONDITION WOR- 
RIES ME. YOU CAN HELP. 

PAUL 


My heart ached. Once again I was 
sharply aware of my shortcomings. I had 
betrayed my sister’s trust. I had gone away 
and virtually abandoned her to a man who 
no longer loved her—for I was convinced 

ow that Paul loved me. 

Yet. I had thought I was acting honestly 
and courageously by running away. I had 
stifled the illicit love I felt being born in 
ne. but at the same time I had renounced 
the tender affection of my sister. I was un- 
lecided what to do. Should I even bother 

answer? Suppose it were a trap? Had 
aul. desperate to see me again. invented 
this subterfuge to lure me to him? 

Immediately I rejected this notion as un- 
vorthy of Paul. After all, I told myself, 

had yielded to a natural impulse; what 

ad happened might have happened to any 
an and woman who found each other de- 
irable. Both of us had realized how wrong 

e were. I'd been the one to run away 
only because it was I who was the intruder. 
felt sure that Paul. in my position, would 


ave done the same thing. 
No. Agatha must really be ill and it was 
plainly my duty to go to her at once. 


| ARRIVED. worn and worried. fearful 
of what I would find. I was received by 
whose haggard face told me that in- 
leed something was gravely wrong. Be- 
re he took me in to Agatha he told me 


ill 


he whole story. 

Agatha was pregnant, something I hadn’t 
known about until now, but somehow she 
had contracted an illness that complicated 

1e approaching birth of the child they’d 
Her doctor had 
until her 


much. 
remain in bed 


both desired so 
dered her to 
time. three months away. 

\lustering all my courage to put on a 
brave and smiling front, I went in to see 
1y sister. But when I saw her, small and 
weak in the middle of the big bed, and 
embraced her, we both broke into tears. 
She made no reference to my desertion of 
her, but said very simply, “Has Paul ex- 
plained to you. Mother Hen? I’ve got to 

ve someone to take care of me until the 
aby comes. But it must be you. You will 

Susan, won't you?” she pleaded. 
| trembled. To accept meant living for 
next three months near Paul, seeing 
im daily. to feel the constant suffering of 
passion I knew would grow more over- 
than ever. I fumbled for the 
sht words. Helplessly I glanced up at 
Paul. standing on the other side of the bed. 


powering 


[ read the message in his tortured eyes: 


“Please. Sue. For my sake—for Ag- 
ia’s. She needs you. It'll be hard—for 
both of us. But please say yes!” 
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I smiled at Agatha. “Of course I'll stay. 
Do you think I'd let anyone else take care 
of you now?” 

The next three months were crowded 
with tasks that took all my energy—special 
diet for Agatha, meals for Paul and me, 
preparations for the baby’s arrival. There 
was no time for thought of what Paul and 
I suffered. We both knew our pain was 
nothing to the pain and discomfort Agatha 
bore so bravely. Paul was kind and con- 
siderate, helping wherever and whenever he 
could. Not once did he even hint of the 
secret that must have been eating his heart 
out. 

When Agatha finally went into labor, she 
was too ill to be moved to a hospital. And 
when the doctor arrived with a special 
nurse. my heart sank within me. Paul and 
I sat in the living room, tense and too 
keyed up to talk. We had smoked endless 
numbers of cigarettes and Paul had paced 
back and forth for what seemed hours be- 
fore the doctor came into the room, his 
brow wrinkled and his shoulders slumped. 

“It’s a boy.” he announced in a quiet 
voice. “Quite healthy, but—” 

“My wife, doctor—how is she?” Paul 
demanded. 

The doctor shook his head sadly. “I’m 
sorry, son. I did my best, but—” 

Paul and I heard the verdict with hor- 
ror. We were standing too shocked to move 
or speak when the nurse called to the 
He hurried into the bedroom. then 
I rushed to 


doctor. 
beckoned to us from the door. 
Agatha’s side. tears streaming unchecked 
down my cheeks. 

“Susan, my little Mother Hen,” she 
whispered. “Listen—” 

“Don’t tire yourself, dear.” 

“Yes! I’ve got to speak to you—to Paul. 
You were a mother to me, Susan . . . now 
my son, my little baby needs a mother .. .” 

I burst into Feebly, her hand 
caressed my forehead as I knelt beside the 
bed. “Don’t cry,” she said. “With Paul 
you will be happy.” 

I kissed her thin, 
sobbed, “Agatha, I swear to you, I didn’t— 
Paul and I were never—” 

“I know, I know. But now things will be 
all right for you.” The smile she gave me 
cost a great effort. “Remember how I used 


sobs. 


wasted hand and 


to marry you off?” 
She turned towards 
movement to embrace him. But 


made a 


he held 


Paul and 


a dead woman in his arms... 

I cared for Agatha’s baby as if he were 
my own, lavishing love and tenderness on 
him just as my sister would have done. 
Agatha’s passing and the new life she left 
behind drew Paul and I closer together, 
and after waiting a year, we were married 
in a quiet simple ceremony. Now at last 
I’ve found the happiness Agatha wanted so 
desperately for me to have, and whenever I 
look at our son, with his steady gray eyes 
and shock of thick black curls, I know that 
she will be with us always... 


THE END 





Unwelcome 
Wife 
(Continued from Page 19) 


of the girls she had in mind for him— 
somebody with money, social position and 
all the other things I didn’t have. 

That evening when I walked into the 
dining room, my eyes still a little red from 
crying. a chill fell over the room the mo. 
ment I stepped in the door. Steve broke 
off in the middle of his conversation and 
for a moment his eyes swept the lenzth of 
the plunging neckline dinner gown I was 
wearing. “Reed. this is my wife, Mrs. Wil. 
lowby.” he said hastily. Then under his 
breath and aside to me he added. “Don't 
you think that dress is a little—ah—reveal. 
ing?” 

I flashed an angry scowl at his last re. 
mark, then smiling, took a few steps to- 
ward Steve’s friend and offered my hand as 
I had seen his mother do. “So nice meet- 
ing you, Mr. Gibson,” I said sweetly, “I 
think you're the first one of Steve’s friends 
I’ve had opportunity to meet.” The remark 
fell like a great weight. suddenly released. 
Steve frowned slightly. Mrs. Willowby 
stirred uneasily. and Mr. Willowby snorted 
and took a hurried, deep drink from the 
scotch and soda he held in his hand. 

“Nice meeting you, Reed said 
cheerfully, “Steve’s been telling me how 
wonderful you are. You can just call me 
Reed. I’m just like one of the family, you 
know.” He laughed aloud, but no one else 
seemed to share his sudden humor. 

All through dinner I felt like an intruder 
in that expensively furnished dining room 
with its polished, 18th Century furniture, 
its costly table linen and its gleaming sil- 
ver service. I'd eaten most of my meals all 
my life in Aunt Lucy’s kitchen off a sim- 
ple table covered only with a red and white 
checkered table cloth. but by watching 
Steve’s mother I had cleverly managed to 
learn what each piece of silver was for 
and when to use it. 

With resentment welling up inside me I 
sat there listening to their droll conversa- 
tion of life in Chicago, and I suddenly felt 
more alone and unwelcome than ever I had 
in my life. They talked of recent weddings 
that had been written up with big picture 
spreads in the Chicago Defender and such 
other gossipy items as who was going or 
just coming back from Europe. It was a 
four-way conversation which left me out 
completely. I could only sit there, silent, 
thinking of my own drab memories—the 
dinky little high school I had gone to the 
whittled wood chips I had helped Dad 
make into souvenirs for the tourist trade, 
and the long winter months when there 
was no Steve and only an_ occasional 
friendly letter from him to keep me happy 
between summers. 


” 
too, 
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Later, outside on the patio, I was still ex- 
cluded from their conversation, but the 
talk had now turned to Mr. Willowby’s 
cab business and for once Mrs. Willowby 
could only sit quietly by, knitting. Natu- 
rally I had nothing to say, so for lack of 
anything better to do I found myself ab- 
ently studying Reed. 

He was as I would have imagined one 
of Steve’s friends to be—good-humored, 
spoiled. good-looking, a trifle egotistical. 
and conceited enough to think that every 
woman belonged to him just for the taking. 
Several times I had looked up at dinner 
and caught him studying me appraisingly. 
and I could tell that those looks held more 
than just idle curiosity. 





*TEVE too must have caught those looks 
“’ for later that night when we were alone 
in our bedroom, he sat for a long time star- 
ing blankly ahead. saying nothing. Then 
abruptly I heard him saying. “[ think Reed 
has taken a fancy to you.” 

I laughed a silly little hollow 
“Well? Isn’t that what you want? 
you want your friends to like me?” 

“That isn’t what I meant. I mean Reed 
isn't the sort to draw any lines when it 
friendship. and 


laugh. 
Don't 


comes to women and 
well, he’s going to be our house guest for 
afew weeks and Id like to go on being his 
friend. »Catch on?” 

“Why. Steve.” I laughed. 
was.” 

“No, it’s not that. It’s just that Tl be 


having to go back and forth to Chicago 


“youre jeal- 


several times a week and you'll have to do 
Know- 


ing him as I do, I just wanted to make sure 


most of the entertaining for Reed. 


vou understood how things are.” 
“You. silly 
scrambled out of bed 
stood. Gently he drew me to him and my 
happy. 


boy!” I said. teasing. and 


over to where he 
arms encircled his neck in one 
playful hug. 

“I’m sorry, Jenny.” he whispered hoarse- 
ly. “It’s just that everything seems to have 
gone so haywire these last few days I find 
myself saying things I don’t want to at 
all.” 

I didn’t answer. Instead my arms around 
his neck gave him a gentle. understanding 
I could feel him answering 
hair. 


squeeze. and 
with little kisses brushing over my 
Then softly he was saying. “Jenny? Would 
vou mind if | asked you a favor?” 

Not knowing what to expect. I lifted my 


eyes and met his straight on. “Why no. 
Steve. What is it?” 
He hesitated a moment. “I—I—Id 


rather you wouldn't take Reed by your 
dad’s place if you can help it. I know that 
may sound strange to you, but I've got a 
reason for asking, believe me.” 

So that was it! Now Steve was trying to 
keep my family and my background hid- 
den from his friends just like his mother 
had been trying to do. He was ashamed of 
them—just as his mother was ashamed of 
me—and I knew it now just as certainly 
as if he had come right out and said it. 

“You Society!” | 


needn't worry. Mr. 


shot back angrily. “I wouldn’t dare expose 
your family skeletons before Reed Gib- 
son!” 

“But, Jenny—” he tried to cut in. 

“You needn’t bother to explain.” I spat 
at him bitterly, fighting hard to hold back 
the tears of anger that were welling up in- 
side me. “I’m sure that Reed and I can 
find many more entertaining things to do 
than go visiting a—a handyman whose 
daughter was fool enough to marry into a 
family of stuffed shirts! And—TI might 
even try to find out just how much of a line 
he draws when it comes to women and 
friendship!” 

The words struck with as much hurt as 
I had hoped they would. Steve’s face dark- 
ened into a silent rage and he sat there 
stonily. his hand poised momentarily to 
strike me. 
slamming the door behind me. and groped 
along the hall in the darkness until I came 


to the second guest bedroom where I fell 


I ran from the room crying. 


across the bed and cried myself to sleep. 

The next morning awoke and 
went back to our bedroom to dress. Steve 
\ note on my dressing 


when I 


was already gone. 
table explained briefly that he had gone to 
Chicago and would be away for two days 
Hurriedly I dressed. selecting 
something comfortable but at the 
time effeminate for I was still remember- 
ing my Reed Gibson. and I 
was determined to lead him on just enough 
to make Steve jealous and bring him down 
off his high horse. 

All through breakfast I could feel Reed’s 
eyes on me. When we had finished. I sug- 
gested that we take a walk over the farm- 
lands. He fairly leaped at the invitation. 
We walked and walked 
like miles. and though only a few 
passed between us. I could tell what Reed 


on business. 
same 


boast about 


for what seemed 


words 


was thinking in his mind. wondering if he 
dared risk making a pass at me 

Finally we came to a clearing. dotted 
with haystacks. Most of them were. still 


Reed and I found 


underneath 


wet with morning mist. 
one. rather solid and bone dry 
once we had pulled away a few top layers 
of straw. Like playful children we dug an 
opening deep into the stack big enough for 
both of us. then fell back laughing at our 
own childish behavior. 

“You're really quite a girl. Jenny.” Reed 
from 


steve 


brushing away the hay 
“No wonder 
keeps you hidden up here in the country. 
from the slickers back in Chicago.” 


said finally. 
the edges of my hair. 


away 
“You mean. slickers like yourself?” I 
teased. 
“Me? A slicker? What makes you say 
that?” 


“Oh. nothing. Steve and | had a little 
talk about you last night and he happened 
to mention that you-—well. that you had a 
roving eye with the ladies—-even with some 
of those of your best friends.” 

“Steve said that?” 

“Well. he didn’t say it exactly like that. 
We had a quarrel and your name just hap- 
pened to come up. That was all.” 


Reed chuckled quietly and fell back on 


beside me. “I see.” he said 
“And is that why you 
To make Steve jeal- 


the hay 
thoughtfully, 
brought me out here? 
ous?” 

“Why—why, no,” I flustered, sitting up. 
“Steve asked me to entertain you and I— 
I thought you might enjoy a morning 
walk.” 

“Morning walks don’t usually include 
rendezvous in haystacks, do they?” he said 
huskily and a smug smile broke over his 
face. “Maybe I can help you make Steve 
jealous if that’s what you want.” Then sud- 
denly he swept me into his arms. I tried 
to struggle free but he held me in a fierce 
grip. Finally I mustered all my strength 
in one desperate effort and pushed him 
back from me. at the same time scram- 
bling to my feet. 

“Your roving habits don’t seem to stop 
with your eyes, Mr. Gibson!” I said angri- 
ly. trying to catch my breath. 

I flung my hair back over my shoulders 
and stalked off in the direction of the 
house, for I realized that Reed wasn’t the 
type to give up so easily a conquest he had 
once started. 


TMHAT EVENING I was more uncomfort- 
able than ever at dinner. Mr. Willow- 
by. Steve’s father, hadn’t shown up, and 
only the three of us—Mrs. Willowby, Reed 
and myself—sat there in almost absolute 
silence. sharing the meal together. The at- 
mosphere was chill as though each of.us 
was absorbed in thoughts of what the other 
might be thinking. Finally, it was Mrs. 
Willowby who broke the silence. 

“Well, Reed.” she said politely, “have 
you been enjoying your visit?” 

“Huh?” He looked up, startled. “Oh. 
yeah—I mean. yes. Jenny is a very charm- 
ing hostess—and a bit rugged, too, if I 
may say so. We went for a long walk over 
the countryside this morning, you know.” 

Mrs. Willowby smiled but there was ice 
in her voice. “Then it must have been you 
two who tracked hay into the kitchen this 
morning. And all the time I was blaming 
Della . . .” Her last words trailed off into 
a forced laugh but from the knowing look 
she gave me, I could tell there were cheap 
thoughts behind what she had just said. 

“Please. if you'll excuse me.” I said, ris- 
ing. “I—TI have a tegrible headache. I think 
I'll go up to my room and lie down.” 

“Oh, I'm so sorry. dear.” Mrs. Willowby 
said soberly and with such sudden earnest 
ness that she almost sounded convincing. 
“Would you want me to send Della up with 
an aspirin?” 

“No. thanks.” I muttered. hurrying past 
her. “I can manage all right.” 

My head didn’t actually hurt, but it 
probably would have if I had stayed in 
that room 10 seconds longer. I suddenly 
hated Mrs. Willowby, Reed and everything 
that belonged to the Willowby world with 
its veneer of pretense. and smug sophisti- 
cation. So instead of going to my room, | 
decided that for the night, at least. | would 
drive over to my own home and spend the 
night there with Dad and Aunt Lucy. 
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Carefully. I eased the door shut behind 
me and raced across the lawn in the gath- 
ering twilight toward the garage. With a 
great push I slid back the door and started 
toward the station wagon Steve and I al- 
ways used for driving around the country, 
when suddenly I made out the form of a 
man slumped over the steering wheel. My 
first impulse was to scream, but when I 
saw the unmistakable graying hair, I knew 
at once it was Mr. Willowby, my father-in- 
law. Cold fear immediately swept over me, 
but forcing myself to remain calm, I flung 
open the car door, expecting the worst but 
not knowing really what to expect. 

rhen suddenly the strong, pungent odor 
of stale whiskey filled my nostrils. There 
was a slight groan, mixed with heavy, la- 
bored breathing, and I knew instinctively 
that he was Mr. Willowby—drunk, sicken- 
ingly drunk. 

“Mr. Willowby!” I shook him, then 
caught him by the back of his coat and 
pulled his head back against the seat. “Mr. 
Willowby!” I again. “It’s me— 
Jenny!” 

His head lJolled to one side and his eyes 
rolled toward me. trying to focus in the 
half darkness. He looked but did not say 

word. How long he had been there like 
I couldn't tell, but from the terrible, 
nauseating that enveloped him I 
cuessed that he had had far more than the 
occasional scotch and soda I had seen him 


cried 


this, 


odor 


take around the house. 

I climbed on the seat closer to him and 
loosened his collar, but still he said noth- 
ing. He just sat there. reeling drunkenly, 
and trying to follow me with eyes that re- 
fused to focus. 

“You stay here,” I muttered. “I'll go in 
the house and get something to make you 
feel better.” 

“Never mind.” he mumbled thickly, and 
fell back in the corner to steady himself. 
‘I don’t need anything to make me feel 
better. I’m feeling just the way I want to 
feel and I don’t need your help. Whatsa- 
matter? Haven't you ever seen anybody 
drunk before?” 
His voice was brittle, defiant. “Oh, 
I laughed weakly. “I guess most 
men get drunk once or twice in life.” 

“Not me.” he drawled. “I get drunk all 
1 time. Almost every day. Ever since you 
been here and even before you came here.” 
He paused as though he were expecting 
me to say something then droned on. 

\in’t you surprised to hear that? You 
ought to be. You’re about the only one in 
the family who didn’t know. My wife al- 
ways tried to cover up—to keep you from 
knowing. You know why? Because she’s 

hamed, that’s why. She’s ashamed of me 
and always has been.” 

I listened in earnest, more surprised now 

what he was saying than at finding him 

this condition. Slowly his bleary eyes 


sure, 


teadied. 
“Why do you think we keep on staying 
up here? Huh? I'll tell you why. It’s be- 
iuse there isn’t any place else to stay. We 
avent got any more home back in Chi- 
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cago, and pretty soon there won’t be any 
cab business either.” 

He whimpered like a little boy. I stood 
staring at him, frozen, wondering what he 
was trying to say. His thick voice rambled 
on. 

“Doesn’t that surprise you? It should. 
It surprised my wife when I first told her. 
but then I guess you two don’t see things 
the same way anyhow. You’re more my 
kind—Steve’s kind. You can get along 
without a big home in the city, but not her; 
she’s been used to all that. Me—I’m just 
an ex-cab driver who married out of his 
class and never quite seemed to fit in.” 

“Please, Mr. Willowby.” I cut in. “I 
think I'd better get something to make you 
feel better.” 


E TRIED to say something else, but 

I was already out of the garage and 
running back across the lawn. Luckily 
there was still some coffee left from din- 
ner, so I heated it quickly and put it on a 
tray along with a bottle of alka-seltzer and 
a tall glass of cold water. But when I 
started back I almost froze in my tracks 
when I saw Steve’s car swing into the drive- 
way and pull up to a stop just outside the 
garage. I waited a moment until he had 
gotten out of the car and started in the ga- 
rage before I dared take another step. 
Then when I walked in he was standing 
there looking at his father disgustedly. He 
turned, looked at me knowingly. 

“So now you he said gravely. 
taking the tray from my hands. “Has any- 
body else seen him?” I shook my head. 

“Maybe it’s just as well. I’m sorry you 
had to find out like this, though; I wanted 
to tell you but somehow I never could quite 
get around to it.” 

I watched Steve 
then waited until he had given it to his fa- 
ther before I said anything. 

“T—I got your note.” I said weakly. “I 


know.” 


mix the alka-seltzer, 


thought you were going to be gone two 
days.” 

“T had intended to,” he answered calmly 
without turning around. “but I managed 
to get everything taken care of sooner than 
I expected so I came on back.” 

Silence settled over the three of us. In 
my own mind [ thought of what Mr. Wil- 
lowby had said and it was easy to guess 
now that Steve’s trip to Chicago had held 
more importance than anyone had let be 
known. 

“Steve?” I said cautiously. “Do we—I 
mean, that is, does Mr. Willowby still have 
his cab business?” 

Steve turned, looked at me_ startled. 
“Why yes. Why do you ask that?” 

“No real reason, I suppose. It’s just that 
he told me a few things a little while ago 
—about the home and all that—and he 
said something about there might not be 
any business left either pretty soon.” 

Steve looked at his father, and Mr. Wil- 
lowby, sobering up on the hot coffee, 
dropped his head. “He told you that?” 


“Why, yes.” 

“Well. if he told you that much, I guess 
you might as well know the rest. It’s true 
We were about to lose the cab business. 
home and everything. That’s why I wen} 
to Chicago this morning. Dad mortgaged 
everything six months ago to pay off gam. 
bling debts and some losses on several bad 
investments he had made, but instead of 
staying in the black, he started drinking 
heavily and neglecting the business. and 
was soon back in the red again—deeper 
than before. Reed’s father, Mr. Gibson, 
held the mortgages and would have fore. 
closed on everything if I had not been able 
to put through a loan this morning to clear 
up most of the debt. That’s one of the rea. 
sons why Reed came up here—to see jf 
Dad would mortgage this place too to hold 
off the foreclosure, but mother put her foot 
down, hoping that the loan would come 
through in time.” 

All the pieces seemed to fit into place 
now—Mrs. Willowby’s aloofness. 
sudden, unexplained visit, the secrecy they 
had seemed to hold toward me, everything. 
And for the first time in the few short 
months that I had been Mrs. Steve Wil- 
lowby I realized how stupid I had been. 
how blinded I had become by my own fool- 
ish thoughts to not know the misery I must 
have caused Steve just when he needed me 
most. Then Steve looked at me and smiled. 
and we both looked at his father and al- 
most burst out laughing at the wry face 
he was making because of the bitter coffee 
in the bottom of his cup. He, too, had so- 
bered enough to manage a slight smile. 
and as we walked off together, arm in arm 
toward the house, I felt more a part of his 
family than I ever had. 

That night. alone in our room, Steve kept 
looking at me with that boyish grin he 
used to always wear when we first married. 
Then, striding over to where I was sitting. 
he swept me into his arms in one playful. 
affectionate embrace. For a moment neither 
of us said a word, then Steve, tilting my 
head back so that our eyes met, said softly: 
“You remember when I asked you not to 
take Reed by your Dad’s house?” 

I nodded. “Well, I did have a reason for 
asking, just like I said, but it might have 
sounded foolish then if I had told you. To 
me, that was the last bit of privacy we had 
left—about the only thing that Reed Gib- 
son’s family didn’t have a mortgage on— 
and I wanted to keep it that way just for 
us.” 

I didn’t say a word. I simply drew my 
husband closer to me and tried to tell him 
with kisses what I couldn’t express in 
words: that I was the happiest, luckiest 
wife in the world, and would never again 
feel unwanted or unwelcome. 

And the next morning when I looked out 
my window to see Reed Gibson leaving to 
go back to Chicago J knew that this win- 
ter would be one of the happiest I had ever 
spent in Benton Harbor. 


Yeed’s 


THE END 
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among all the other girls who were swoon- 
ing over him. So I was thrilled beyond 
words when the bunch paired off after leav- 
ing the high school auditorium and I found 
myself in the envied position as Syl’s 
partner. 

To keep from being a wet blanket, I 
took the flask from him and raised it to 
my lips. A cheer went up from the back 
seat and the gang shouted encouragement 
and I knew it was too late to back down 
now. The sweet wine was so different from 
the medicinal home brew taste I had ex- 
pected that I took several swallows before 
the bottle was snatched from my hand. 

“It’s nothing but grape pop,” I giggled 
to Syl. 

“Atta girl!” he said with a smile. “I like 
a chick who’s a good sport.” 

Syl’s words of praise warmed my heart 
almost as much as the wine set my body 
glowing and soon I was as light-headed 
and hilarious as the rest of them. And 
when someone got the brilliant idea of 
romping in the park, I slipped off my high- 
heeled pumps and went dancing barefooted 
through the grass with the rest of them. 

When, at last, it was time to go home, 
Syl dropped off the other kids first. The 
cool night breeze cleared my head as we 
drove along and acting with rare boldness 
I snuggled against Syl’s shoulder. I felt 
his arm pull me closer and he asked, 
“Comfy?” 

I nodded happily. Finally we pulled up 
in front of my house and Sy] let the car roll 

few doors farther down the street. I 
cuess my heart realized what was about to 
happen but I held my breath until his lips 
pressed mine in a tender and spine-tingling 
kiss. It was a long time before my heart 
settled back to normal and I knew then 
that there’d never be another boy for me. 

“Is it the wine that makes my head spin 
like a top, Syl?” I breathed. 

“They don’t make wine as sweet as your 
kisses, Dora.” he said. “But maybe we'd 





better make sure 
He kissed me again and this time there 
was no doubt—it was not the wine. “From 
now on, Dora, just you and me,” Syl 
whispered. 
“Oh yes! You and me—forever!” 


‘YLVESTER and I eventually got mar- 
If there’s such a thing as story 
book romances in real life. then ours was 
a perfect example. We'd been married three 
years when Syl decided that New York 
offered more opportunities for an ambitious 
young lawyer. So we rented out our New 
England cottage and moved to the Big City. 
For me, however, it was not so much a 
move as a plunge into a frightening sea of 
strange faces, gaudy lights and hypocritical 
lives masquerading behind a false front of 


h 


ried. 


smiles and empty words. 

“You take things too much to heart, 
Dora,” Syl scolded when I first revealed 
my discontent with our new life and 
acquaintances. 


‘L just don’t like it here, Syl.” I told 


him. “We were much happier back home. 
64 


Life was so much easier and we had real 
friends there, not a bunch of back-biting 
hypocrites.” 

We were dressing for a formal dance at 
the Theresa Hotel’s Skyline Room. Neither 
of us felt in the mood for an evening of 
artificial formalities and pretense, but one 
of Syl’s best clients had invited us and it 
was important that we be there. Syl came 
over to me, his necktie dangling and his 
chin tilted up so I could perform the ritual 
of tying the bow. 

“You know that I hate this pretense as 
much as you do, darling,” he said sooth- 
ingly. “Laughing at jokes that aren’t funny 
—smiling at people you secretly hate. but 
it’s all part of the game. Once you under- 
stand that, it’s not so hard to put up with 
ad 

“T realize that. Syl,” I said, patting the 
white bow into place. “But you’re stronger 
than I am. Besides, you’ve got your work 
to keep you busy. I’ve got nothing but a 
lot of idle hours. Back home I had the 
house, the garden and a lot of small. but 
very important things to occupy me.” 

He gathered me in his arms and play- 
fully kissed the tip of my nose. “So you'd 
like something to occupy your time. eh? 
How about a son—or a daughter, maybe?” 

“Oh, darling! Do you mean it? Could 
we—?” 

His face grew serious, and he patted my. 
shoulder. dearest. Not now, but 
very soon,” he promised. 

I turned away to hide my disappoint- 
ment. I should have known that Syl 
wouldn’t have changed his mind about wait- 
ing another year or so before having a 
baby, even though I was convinced he de- 
sired a child almost as much as I did. In 
a moody silence I finished dressing, all the 
while detesting more and more the dizzy. 
bewildered social whirl into which I was 


Soon, 


being swept. 

At these affairs, Syl made it a point to 
greet and spend at least a few minutes 
with everyone of importance who might be 
of help to him in his law practice now or 
in the future. So, soon after our arrival, 
I found myself on my own and I promptly 
found a quiet corner where I could spend 
the evening with the least possible contact 
with the guests, none of whom I knew. 

I had been in my secluded spot for quite 
a while, waving to Syl whenever I caught 
sight of him in the crowd, before I noticed 
a mousy little woman sitting nearby. The 
highball glass she clutched in her hand 
was half full and I recalled that she had 
unobtrusively been getting it filled every 20 
minutes or so. She glanced up just at that 
moment and our eyes met. Then, as if 
making up her mind to do something she’d 
been pondering a long time. she got up and 
walked unsteadily towards me. 

“I hope you don’t mind, my dear.” she 
began somewhat apologetically, “But I 
noticed you sitting here all alone. I guess 
we're both in the same boat,” she tittered 
and I saw how bright her eyes shone and 
how flushed her once-handsome face was, 
and I felt sorry for her. 


We introduced ourselves and I learned 
she was Madge Hollis, wife of a prominen 
Harlem lawyer-politician. She chattereg 
away breathlessly. apparently only top 
happy to find a sympathetic ear. “Hoy 
do you mean ‘We’re in the same boat.’ Mrs, 
Hollis?” I managed to ask when she 
paused to sip her drink. 

“Come. come, my dear! You needn't 
pretend with me. You're not enjoying 
yourself one bit—it’s written all over your 
face. And call me Madge. I’m.not tha 
much older than you are, even though J 
may look it.” 

“Very well. Madge—but I still say— 

She cut me off. “I’ve already suffered 
what you're going through now, Dora.” she 
continued. “I’ve heard of your husband, 
He’s got talent—just as mine had. To be 
successful he’s got to follow the formula, 
play according to the rules. And because 
you love him. you'll learn to put up with 
all the sham and phoniness that goes with 
it-—just as I did.” 

I stared at Madge, undecided whether to 
be indignant or grateful for putting into 
blunt words all the things I’d been think. 
ing. An impish look passed over her face. 
“But there’s one thing I know that you 
haven’t discovered yet.” She held up her 
empty glass. “Enough of this and you can 
tolerate the dullest party—or people—in 
the world!” 

Madge took my hand and dragged me 
around to the other side of the room. “And 
now. Dora dear, you'll learn why they call 
it ‘the cup that cheers.’ ” she was saying. 

I was positively glowing by the time Syl 
sought me out and announced that it was 
time to go. I even managed warm smiles 
and hearty farewells to some of Syl’s busi- 
ness associates and their wives. 

“Tt was a wonderful evening, darling!” 
| told him as we drove home. 

“I’m glad you had a good time, Dora.” 
he said. “I told you that you’d finally get 
used to it.” Then, in a more serious tone. 
he ventured, “Darling—I noticed you talk- 
ing with that Madge Hollis—” 

“Yes. She doesn’t seem to have many 
friends.” 

“There’s a reason,” he grunted. “Ev- 
erybody knows she’s a dipso, and _ they 
avoid her. It’s too bad, but—” 

“She’s a what?” 

“A dipsomaniac—drinks like a fish. I'd 
rather you didn’t have too much to do with 
her.” 

I leaned back and closed my eyes, still 
feeling warm and expansive from the 
drinks I'd consumed. “Well, if she’s 2 
dipso-whatever you said, then she’s got 2 
darn good reason!” 

“Just the same,” Syl insisted grimly, “If 
you don’t mind, I think—” 

“Did I tell you tonight that J love you?” 
I broke in. 

Syl stared at me in astonishment, then 
we both burst into a gale of laughter at my 
outburst. The subject was dropped after 
that and later that night we relived the 
torrential passion of our wedding night. 
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LTHOUGH I didn’t see Madge again 
I% for several weeks. I adopted her sys- 
tem for weathering the endless succession 
of cocktail parties, teas, meetings and other 
affairs Syl dragged me to. I found myself 
wittier and livelier than I ever dreamed I 
and although deep in my heart 
front I 
to Syl 


could be, 
| despised myself for the 
learned to put on when necessary, 
[was the perfect wife for a young man who 
was determined to get ahead. 

Then, one afternoon at the beauty parlor 
while reading a magazine and listening 
with one ear to the gossip that is virtually 
part of the service in such places. | heard 
Madge’s name mentioned. I pricked up my 
ears and concentrated on the voices that 
drifted from the next booth. The sordid 
sory I overheard was typical of the man 
who, with the help of his faithful wife, has 
made a success and then shoved her into 
the background for a newer and younger 


false 


love. 

I fidgeted impatiently 
put the finishing 
coiffture. then torn between an urge to slap 
the face of the who 
spreading such filthy gossip and a desire to 
break the news to Madge. I hurriedly left 
I phoned Madge and told her 


the hair 


touches on 


while 
dresser my 


unseen hussy was 


for home. 


[had to see her. “By all means come on 
over, Dora dear,” she said. “I'll be right 
iene matter what time you come.” she 


added with heartbreaking finality. 

As soon as I hung up I began to doubt 
the wisdom of what I planned to do. But 
what I'd heard was so shocking. I had to 
warn Madge that her home was in danger. 
So I poured myself a drink from Syl’s 
had recently 


I took a cab 


cellarette—a practice I 
adopted—and thus fortified, 
to Madge’s apartment. 

“A drink?” asked led 
into the handsomely furnished living room. 

I shook my head, then shuddered as | 
saw her reach down beside the pick 
up a fifth of bonded whiskey and pour her- 
self a stiff drink. Now that I was face to 
face with my unhappy friend. I fumbled 
around for a way to tell her what I'd heard. 


she as she me 


sofa. 


But she must have sensed something, for 
she began talking about herself, calmly. 
without pity. 

“People call me a lot of things, Dora,” 


she said. “But I don’t care for their opinion 
of me. I drink, and I couldn't stop 
now even if I wanted to—and believe 
I don’t!” 

She ran an unsteady hand through 


Sure. 


me, 


her 
frowsy hair and wiped her lips with the 


sleeve of her quilted satin housecoat. 


“You're a newcomer, Dora. dear.” she went 


on, “and you don’t know the whole story 


yet. Don’t worry. though, you'll find out 
My 


But just remember one 
man for 


‘friends’ will see to that! 
the 
his 


soon enough. 
when 
but 
career, and when he tosses you aside 
pretty tace, 
friend in this world—whiskey.” 
She held up the whiskey bottle so the 


thing 


you love lives nothing 


for a 
true 


then you've got only one 


| 
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sunlight strained through the amber liquid, 
a terrifying sad, yet fascinated look on her 
bloated face. She poured herself another 
drink and said to me, “I know you need 
that drink now!” 

I matched her drink for drink that day, 
but I was too upset, too worried to get 
drunk. She had known all along about 
her husband and the other woman. Was 
her hopelessly shattered life a preview of 
what I would suffer? 

The next evening Syl called from his 
office to tell me he was dining with a client 
and would get home late. Unwilling to eat 
alone. I mixed myself a highball, hoping 
it would give me an appetite. An hour and 
several drinks later, I crawled into bed, 
sobbing with the unreasoning self-pity of a 
drunk. I didn’t hear my husband come 
in that night and when I dragged myself 
out of bed at noon the next day, he had 
already left the house. 

My head was killing me and I remem- 
bered something Madge had said about 
some “hair of the dog that bit you” for a 
hangover.’ I managed to get to the cel- 
larette and pour out a drink. Like liquid 
fire the whiskey burned down my throat 
and I felt human again. My eyes became 
unglued and I regained control of my arms 
and legs. Then I saw it! 

A note was propped against one of the 
bottles. I picked it up and read: ‘What's 
your story, morning glory? Take it easy!” 

Syl’s warning note, written in the slang 
we'd used as kids, was like a dash of ice 
water in my face. I slammed the cellarette 
shut so violently that the glasses threat- 
ened to shatter. 


F SYL noticed anything. he was too busy 

or too uncertain of just what to say to 
mention my problem. Then, one morning 
when I went for my usual eye-opener I 
found the cellarette locked. I decided to 
try and forego my solitary, daytime drink- 
ing, but finally gave in to the gnawing crav- 
ing and rushed out to the corner bar. 

It was then that we began our grim 
game of hide-and-seek and more than once 
I discovered a hiding place where I'd 
cached a bottle empty. Syl and I went out 
only rarely and day by day we seemed to 
grow farther apart. Finally, Syl delivered 
an ultimatum. 

“You’re a sick woman, Dora,” 
“T’ve tried to understand—tried to kid my- 
self that it’s just a temporary stage you're 
passing through and that soon you’d be 
your old self again. I’ve talked with Dr. 
Mercer and I know now that I’m to blame 
for what’s happened to you.” 

He began pacing the floor. “I’ve been 
selfish and stupid and—well, I’m truly 
sorry. But if we’re to have a life together, 
we've got to get you on your feet again. 
I promise I'll do anything in the world, but 
it’s up to you whether we'll be able to pick 
up the pieces of what we once had and 
I want you to see Dr. 


he said. 


begin over again. 
Mercer.” 


The deep concern in Syl’s voice and the 


way his eyes pleaded with me touched my 
heart and it suddenly dawned on me that 
all my fears about Syl’s love for me were 
groundless. I realized too late that while 
I was worrying about Syl becoming like 
Milt Hollis, in reality I was growing ex. 
actly like Madge Hollis, a despised and re. 
jected alcoholic! 

Tearfully I promised Syl I’d see Dr. 
Mercer, but there was no hope in me as the 
kindly physician completed his examina. 
tion of me the next day. “Mrs. Motley,” 
he said to me, “I don’t know how much of 
what I’m going to say you'll understand— 
or believe. But you’re going to listen be. 
cause this little lecture is part of my ex. 
amination. 

“There are about a million alcoholics jn 
this country and one-seventh of them are 
women—women like yourself with certain 
fears and doubts and other psychological 
maladjustments. In your case, your hus. 
band’s neglect of you helped create the 
conditions that led you to seek courage in 
a bottle.” 

He removed his shell-rimmed glasses and 
used them as a pointer. “An alcoholic is 
a person who is allergic to alcohol—he 
craves the very thing that is most dangerous 
to his chemical balance. Now I could give 
you some medicine that would make you 
sick at the very thought of liquor or I 
could advise you to join Alcoholics Anony- 
mous. But I want one thing clearly un- 
derstood, no matter what I prescribe, it 
will be worthless unless you yourself want 
to be cured.” 

With the doctor’s solemn words ringing 
in my ears, I walked out of the office. Of 
course I wanted to be free of the curse that 
was rotting away my heart and my mind. 
And of course I wanted to be the happy, 
carefree Dora that Syl had first married. 
But as I wandered aimlessly along the city 
streets my despair and frustration mounted 
with every step I took. 

How could I break away from the habit 
that gripped me when on every corner, in 
every home I might visit, at every party I 
attended, temptation was on every hand? 
Where in this modern metropolis could I 
escape? The unanswered and unanswer- 
able questions rose up before me like a 
towering wall barring any path I might 
choose to take—except the one leading 
downward. I turned into the nearest bar 
and proceeded to get drunk ... 





“NYE ri. said to the _ bartender, 
‘That’s my story. How did you like 
i 

“So far, so good,” he replied laconically. 
“But how does it end?” 

“It’s like a radio soap opera,” I told him. 
“Listen in tomorrow for the next chapter.” 

He set a clean glass in front of me. “The 
house is popping,” he said. “You want 
the same?” 

“What I want, Mister, I can’t have.” I 
watched him pour out the whiskey with a 
deft twist of the wrist, and my gaze was 
fixed on the amber liquid in the slim, tap- 
ering glass. My eyes grew bleary with 
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tears that burned as if they’d been dis- 
tilled from raw alcohol. 

“No. Mister. what I want is hundreds of 
miles away and it’s years ago. I remem- 
ber a woman telling me that this stuff was 
the best friend in the world. But you know 
something? It was her worst enemy—she 
looked like Death warmed over. you know? 
Her eyes were red, her face bloated and her 
lips all puffed up—My God!” I cried, “do 
I look like that yet?” 

| glanced up into the big mirror to ex- 
amine my face. There was something in 
the reflection that shouldn’t be there. so I 
blinked my eyes hard and shook my head 
to clear it. But when I looked up again, I 
saw that I wasn’t suffering from hallucina- 
tions. It was Syl standing behind me! 

“Come on, darling, let’s go home.” he 
said. 

“Home? You mean the place where you 
hang your hat and I get the hangovers? 
Okay. Syl. as soon as I finish this drink.” 

I picked up the glass and held my breath 
against the first searing mouthful that was 
still like a hurdle for me. 

“Dora. listen to me.” Syl said. his voice 
low and urgent. “I said 
Dr. Mercer agreed with me that you'd 
stand a better chance to recover there, 


let’s go home. 


— 

He held out two pieces of cardboard. 
“One-way tickets back home. darling!” 

I stared at him, disbelieving what I saw 
and what I heard. Then, as the full mean- 
ing of it all penetrated the fog in my 
brain. the whiskey glass slipped from my 
nerveless fingers and crashed to the floor. 

Then I was in Syl’s outstretched arms. 
sobbing unabashed on his comforting chest. 
warmth and love in his 
soothing words. “I know I can do it, dar- 
ling.” I cried. “I know I can!” 

At last I regained some of my composure 
and began gathering up my things to go. 
The bartender came from behind the bar 
to clean up the broken glass. 

“I’m sorry I made such a mess,” I apolo- 
“Forgive me—and thanks for let- 


reveling in the 


gized. 
ting me bend your ear.” 

“That was a good story, but do you mind 
if I use my ‘magination on the rest of it?” 
His stoical face broke into a friendly grin. 
“You see, I like happy endings.” 

“So do I, Mister!” I took Syl’s arm and 
we started for home. 


THE END 
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44if Husbands 
Only Knew” 


If husbands only knew how much they are missing they would 
not wait another moment to read “Sex Life in Marriage.” Many 
men (even those who have been married a long time) don’t get 
half the delight because they don't know the knack of sexual 


intercourse! 


WHO IS TO BLAME? 


But this is not all. What of the wife? In all-too-many cases she is 
cheated out of her sex rights. The sex act becomes a one-sided affair. 
The husband thinks his wife is at fault. The wife thinks her husband 


is to blame. The marriage itself is in danger! 
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Actually both must learn exactly what to do before, during, and 
In “Sex Life in Marriage,” Dr. Oliver M. 
Butterfield gives detailed directions to both husband and wife. 
Using plain words, this famous Marriage Counsellor tells what 
must be done, and what must not be done! The “Secrets” 
life are clearly revealed, husband and wife fall in love anew—the 


after sexual intercourse. 


home is held together! Worry and anxiety disappear. 


Sex mastery replaces doubt. Married life becomes doubly delightful 


because the joys of marriage are shared by both! 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


Mail coupon for 5 days’ free reading of “Sex Life in Marriage.” 
If not delighted, return it. You do not risk a penny! Mail coupon 


now! 





Sex Organs . . . The External Sex Organs . 


views . 









SEX CHARTS AND EXPLANATIONS 


Female Sex Organs, front and side views . . . The Internal 
. . Entrance to 
Female Genital Parts . . . Male Sex Organs, front and side 
. . Male Reproductive Cell, front and side views. 








Part of Contents 


The Sex Side of Marriage. 
Sex Organs—Details. 
Disappointed Wives. 
Need for Satisfactory Sex Life in Marriage. 
Sex Rights of Married Couples. 
The Female Sex Organs: 
Described and Explained. 
The Male Sex Organs: 
Described and Explained. 
Sensation-Providing Areas. 
When Sex Power Fails. 
Techniques of Sexual intercourse. 
Effect on Wife; on Husband. 
Sex Intercourse Must Be Learned. 
When Husband and Wife Cannot Keep Pace. 
Frequency of Intercourse. 
The Right to Refuse. 
Unequal Sex Desire. 
Pregnancy. 
When A Child is Wanted. 
Safest Positions During Pregnancy. 
Intercourse After the Change of Life. 
Truth About Birth Control. 
Sex Relations Before Marriage. 
Temporary Loss of Sex Power. 
Value of Love-Play. 
Driving One’s Lover into the Arms of 
Another. 
Sexual Slowness in Women. 
Sexual Stimulation Methods. 
Signs of Sex Desire. 
The Unresponsive Wife. 
The Bridal Night. 
Positions for Sex Intercourse, With 
Recommendations. 
The Several "Steps" of Coitus. 
Prolonging Sex Union. 
Coitus Without Orgasm. 
Easing Sex Tension. 
Impotence. 
The Frigid Wife. 
Making the Honeymoon Last Forever. 
The Climax of thé Sex Act. 
12 Rules For Happy Marriage. 








of sex 














ad 
HEALTHCRAFT, INC., Dept. 840-F 
247 West 19th St., New York 11, N. Y. 


plain wrapper marked “Personal. 
over 21 years old.) 


Name 
Address 


oteeccccee seearmmepeczscnesseeeee.- 


of course.) 





0 CHECK HERE if you wish to enclose only $1.98 with coupon, 
thus saving delivery charges. (Seme Money-back Guarantee, 


: 
: 
: 
: 
’ 
OO AS 





Send me “Sex Life in Marriage,” by Dr. O. M. Butterfield, in 

”" I will pay $1.98.and a few 4 Journal 
cents delivery charge. I MUST BE DELIGHTED or I will return 
book within 5 days and you will refund purchase price.«(I am 








ILLUSTRATIONS 


at “WE RETURN COUPON 





SUBSCRIBE TO 
TAN CONFESSIONS 








God WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or 
Family Troubles? Are you Worried about someone dear 
to you? Is someone dear to you Drinking too Much? 
Do you ever get Lonely — Unhappy — Discouraged? 
Vould you like to have more Happiness, Success and 
*“‘Good Fortune”’ in Life? 

If you do have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
News of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands of other men and women to glorious 
NEW happiness and joy! Whether you have always 
believed in PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW 
WAY may bring a whole NEW world of happiness and 
joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. Don’t let another minute 
go by! If you are troubled, worried or unhappy IN 
ANY WAY—vwe invite you to clip this Message now 
and mail with 10c (coin or stamps) so we can rush 
Full Information to you by AIR MAIL, about this re- 
markable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping so 

many ot S ar 








othe and may just as certainly and 
guic help You! 
: You w surely bless this day o please don’t delay! 
ist clip tl Message now and mail! with your name, 
address nd 10c to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 
} rush tl 


5206, Noroton, Conn. We wil] 1 this wonderful NEW 
Message of PRAYER and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL 








MEN! STAY 
A YOUNG 
BE SEXUALLY STRONG 


Enjoy gratifying relief from SEXUAL weakness, 
impotence, tired run down feeling. PEPON tablets 
help replenish body’s sex hormone—influences sex 
growth. Thrill again to life's greatest pleasures— 
to virility and power! Send $1.00 for trial box. 
60 tablets only $5.00. Order today. 

PEPON DISTRIBUTORS, Dept. 6 
BOX 237 DETROIT 2, MICH. 












(EXCLUSIVE OF PARTS) 










22M5 1 $7.90 
2 BUTTONS lus Tax 











tch that measures 
time, moving ob- 





Multi-purpo 


wa 
“ 


piece. Has Sweep-Second Hand for 
full 60 Second count. i 
records up to 45 minutes. Third Dial then 
records up to 6 hours. Se conds—M in- 
utes—Hours. all recorded automatically. 
INDEPENDENT MOVEMENTS 

» and women—timekeeper 
wi dials are stopped—separate 
at same time 





For sportsmen, professic 
works when other hands 
movements permit dual use 









a ion workmanship anc rock it features re 
i i to enhance the value of this wate old every wuess 
» v 





for ’ <« $17.00. Our low intré 
$7.90 plus Tax. Send check or money orde 


postage Or sent C.O.D, plus charges 1 
MARDO SALES CORP., 480 Lexington Ave., Dept. W-18, N. ¥. 17, N.Y. 
67 


ce is 
r and we prepay 
IMITED STOCK! 































Guard Your Se 


as you guard your Be ievton 


ANN CORNELL 
Cafe Society 
Vocalist 
& 

N. B.C. 
Television 
Star 








You do something instantly iW Mesnidue< or ceed 
pores appear on your face, ruining your complex- 
ion. Remember, YOUR SCALP IS SKIN, tool 
andruff, dry crusts are a warning that your scalp 

ds the nano care and attention you give your 
complexion! Try GLOVER’S 3-WAY MEDICINAL 
TREATMENT, leaves hair lovelier, healthier. 


GLOVER’S 3-way 
MEDICINAL TREATMENT 


for your Scalp and Hair 


ae MANGE MEDICINE, medicinal compound 
for flaky, sealy sealp and excessive falling hair. 
oven BEAUTY SOAP SHAMPOO, contains no 
hair drying detergents, no free alkali, no alcohol, 
\lade from finest pure soap. GLOVER’S IMPERIAL 
HAIR TONIC, Non-Alcoholic, ANTISEPTIC. Kills 
landrufll germs on contact. 
At all Drug Counters. Write TODAY for FREE TRIAL 
fall 3 Glover Products. Send Name, Address, 10¢ to 
r packaging and postage to 
GLOVER’S, Dept. 936 
101 W. 31st St., New York 1, N. ¥. 


ay Glover Co., Inc. 


aAn 
COOL 


° Carry a pair of these powerful Load- 
a « stones in your purse or pocket. They 
Wore said to bring you GOOD LUCK, 

One to attract the things that you 
\Y want. LUCK, MONEY, LOVE, etc. 
\\ The other to ward off evil, bad luck, 
j \ > losses, harm, ete. Offered only as curios. 
| \ \\s No supernatural claims made. 

' 


ECIAL! With eoch order we include o 
CARRYING BAG plus a free “LUCKY DAY® 
g horoscope. Send birthdate with order All 
FOUR only $2.00. SEND NO MONEY. we'll 
ship C.O.D., or send cash, save oe cost, 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS: These more because 

they ore GUARANTEED to be ALIVE, oo toot whet you 
wont, genuine EXTRA POWERFUL, EXTRA MAGNETIC. 
MABO COMPANY Dept. L562-B 

315 N. 7th STREET SAINT LOUIS, MISSOURD 


DOCTORS WARN ALL WOMEN! 


known New York physician warns women not to 
rrhea (the Whites). He says it is one of the 
non of all complaints among girls and women 
ages. To relieve the discomfort of Leucorrhea, in 
liring medical attention, he recommends 
g with Avex the clinically-tested cleansing 
ler Avex helps remove temporary discharge 
ieves itching, soothes and cools irritated 

hides embarrassing odors 
is of women use Avex and praise it highly. You 
rself without risking a penny. Order a box 
ie powders today. Use 3. If not completely sat- 
1 n unused portion of package and you'll get 
aack. SEND NO MONEY. PAY postman $1 
age and C.O.D. charges. Large Economy Size 3 
as much $2 (you save $1). If you send cash with 
y i we pay postage. 





moral on TUN or 










> 


Guaranteed i 2 
Good Housekeeping 


















































Order today on money-back 
g 
ZOAK, ees 
3562 Broadway Dept. 12 New York 31, N. Y¥. 





ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 
fo | length or bust ¢ 
f s ndscapes, pet ani- 
, enlargements of any 
rs fag 1p picture, Original is 
r with your enlargement. 


ane ere your 

i n beautiful doubles -weight 

portr ait quality Paper. Pay postman 67c plus | 
with order and we pay 

an Ase of this amazing offer. Sontipnker utietan tide 





enlargement, 


Professi onal Art Studios, 534S. Main, Dept. 51-G, Princeton, Illinois 
63 





What 
Men 
Don’t 
Like 
About 
Women . 
(Continued from Page 7) 


you know.” he said airily, “that from what 
you've told me you really don’t have any 
legal grounds for divorce.” 

“No grounds!” I protested. “But can’t 
you see—my wife is making my life 

almost...” 

“Yes. yes. I know.” he chuckled, “but 
you can’t divorce a woman simply because 
she’s lazy. or because she’s jealous, or be- 
cause she sometimes carried away 
with her shopping and spends more than 
she should. How would you classify that 
divorce petition? Under mental cruelty? 
Perhaps. But I’m afraid that isn’t what 
you want, my boy.” 

Seeing the 
face. he drew his chair closer and began 
talking in earnest tones. “You aren’t the 
first man who ever came to me and made 
such frank confessions about his wife. and 
I dare say you won't be the last. In my 
younger days—when I was practising law 
—I would sometimes try to arrange for a 
divorce in such cases. for after all I was a 
practising attorney and not a counselor. 
But now, in my old years. I can see that 
what you young couples need is more 
guidance in marriage. The average man, 
like yourself. never really knows his wife 
until after he’s married and then he some- 
times discovers that she isn’t exactly what 
he bargained for. The same goes for the 
wife. But in nine cases out of 10. 
she finds a good prospect for a husband, 
she’s clever enough to keep her worse traits 
hidden until after the wedding ceremony. 

“I'm not saying that we fellows don’t 
have our faults. too. but women—bless 
them—have been more subtle with their 
shortcomings inveigled 
Adam into taking a bite of apple. They 
nag. they're jealous, they’re selfish, they’re 
ill-tempered and slovenly. but we don’t 
usually find out about these traits until 
after the honeymoon is over. Do we?” 

He winked and took a quick swallow 
from the glass he held in his hand. I 
found myself laughing with him, agreeing 
with his every word, but I thought to my- 
self that he wasn’t being of much help in 

solving my own personal problems. I was 
still convinced that divorce was the best 
way out for Janet and myself, regardless 
of how humorous he made _ everything 
seem. 

“As I was saying,” he began his con- 
versation again, “the faults of most women 
would fill more chapters in a book than 
you and I together would have time to 
write. You can list them one by one, and 
each one would be enough to make a chap- 
ter in itself. In your case, and you are no 
exception, you could boil it down to this: 


gets 


puzzled expression on my 


when 


ever since Eve 





my wife is bad-tempered; she’s extraya. 
gant; she’s selfish; she nags; she’s lazy; 
she’s jealous; she’s a sloppy housekeeper: 
and worst of all, she’s a poor cook. And 
when you sum it all up she’s just a little 
below average of the modern woman today, 
who is criticized pro and con in dozens of 
magazine articles month after month. She 
falls into the same category of those who 
get the blame for keeping our divorce 


courts in business, and rightly so, for 
many, many marriages have broken up 


because of any one of these faults or a 
combination of them all.” 

Attorney Sweeney paused and looked me 
straight in the eye. “Don’t break up your 
marriage, son. If you think anything at 
all about your future happiness. and the 
happiness of your children, don’t break up 
your family. You might run from one 
woman, but the next one you find might 
even be worse. Write off your unhappi- 
ness to the multitude of things that men 
don’t like about women, but don’t break 
up your family.” 

Without bothering to notice my reaction 
he drew himself up unsteadily from his 
chair and shuffled over to a file 
where he extracted a folder of magazine 
clippings and faded briefs he apparently 
had saved from years long since passed. 
“T want you to read these.” he said, sifting 
through the mass of printed pages. “and 
when you're done with them, come back 
and talk to me then.” 


cabinet 


HAT NIGHT when I eased my key into 

the door at home I made certain that 
no one heard me, for I wanted to read as 
much as I could of what Attorney Sweeney 
had given me without being disturbed. I 
glanced through article after article on 
divorce court statistics and broken mar- 
riages. many of them labeled under such 
catchy titles as. “/f | Were a Bridegroom 
Again,” “Jealousy: The Cause of It All,” 
or “Money: The Root Of All Marriages, 
but I didn’t start reading seriously until I 
came to one which was written by one o 
the officials of the American Institute o 
Family Relations. 

Like many of the others, it pointed ou 
in the beginning that marriages today were 
going on the rocks at the rate of one out 
of every three honeymoons, but what 
struck me most forcefully was a_para- 
graph which read: “Many a_ husband 
comes home dog-tired at the end of a day’s 
razzle-dazzle. He’s been browbeaten by 
customers or employers or employees. 
Heaven help him then if his wife, instead 
of building him up, browbeats him, too, 
telling him how she wishes she had mar- 
ried Jim Jones, who is now a successful 
prizefighter.” I coulda’t help remember- 
ing the many times Janet had behaved in 
the same fashion toward me and the many, 
many arguments it had led to. In so many 
words, what the article was saying was that 
most women, though they seldom realize 
it, do not give their husbands the needed 
emotional support. 

I read on, identifying our ruined mat- 
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riage with each 
Without mincing words, he 
person's desires and interests. Don’t nag 
er complain or criticize. Don't 
even if you have the most logical of rea- 
the facts to back 
up your contentions. 

“Surface causes of disputes 
the real causes of marriage unhappiness. 
The cause usually is the failure 
both parties to find out what they expeeted 
and what they need from marriage. The 
main point is that when your wife nags. is 


argue 


sons. most convincing of 


are seldom 


of one ol! 


unduly jealous. or spends too much money. 
she is usually disappointed in some way in 
her marriage relationship. It is the old 
stupid ego that leads one marriage partnei 
to dominate the other. and the only cure 
for it is to think. Suppose she is success- 
ful in reducing her husband to the 
dear. “no. status. is she then proud 
of her husband? Can 
friends to admire her for being a dominat- 


‘yes, 
dear’ 
she expect her 
ing woman?” 

Elsewhere in the article the author listed 
five traits which he thought led to marriage 
breakups and pointed out that in almost 


all cases these were the faults men dis- 
liked most about women. They were: 
Nagging. Laziness. Jealousy, Extrava- 


gance. and Bad Tempers. to which I added 
mentally. sloppy housekeeping and poor 
meal planning. 

As I read on I found 
that Janet and. I had explored each other 
more carefully before deciding to get mar- 
I saw clearly that I had simply taken 
that 


myself wishing 


ried. 
far too much for granted, and worse. 
I had not urged her to go with me to a 
marriage relations bureau that first time 
when we had quarreled. As for myself. I 
could easily see what had brought our mar- 
but I wondered if it 
were at all possible to show her her faults 
and maybe save what was left of our mar- 
at least for the children’s sake. 


riage to a dead end, 


rlage- 


HE NEXT MORNING I told her that I 

was sorry I had quarreled, and asked 
her to go with me to the marriage relations 
bureau in our town to see if we couldn't 
find a solution to our problem other than 
divorce. She agreed reluctantly, but | 
think she knows now that that was one of 
the wisest decisions she ever made. 

After listening to our troubles the coun- 
selor at the bureau turned to my wife and, 
though her voice was friendly, she spared 


no words in telling her many of the same 
things I had read the night before. I felt 
uncomfortable listening to her point out 
one fault after another, but in a way. I 
suppose, it was good for both of us. It let 


Janet know exactly what her shortcomings 
were, and more than that, 
up to them since she was being told about 


she had to own 
them by another woman. 

“There’s far more to keeping a happy 
husband.” the 
just showing your 


“than 
that 
| could go on in- 

statistics and 


counselor advised. 


husband’s friends 


you are a devoted wife. 


finitely, quoting you per- 





cause the author listed. 
advised: 
“Think. speak and act in terms of the other 
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centages of broken marriages in which the 
wife was unaware that she had needled 
her husband into a wretched existence. 
But in your case you have taken the atti- 
tude that your husband is simply a bread- 
and-butter getter around the house, and is 
obliged to support you because he married 
you. Naturally. you couldn’t see your own 
failings because you weren't prepared for 
marriage in the beginning, and as a result 
you resented your husband’s trying to fit 
you into the role of a wife. 

“The truth is that marriage is a job that 
requires a tremendous amount of work. It’s 
job, the best there is. 
it means making and run- 
not to suit your hours 
or comfort, but your husband’s. It means 
building and keeping up a life, 
largely around his friends. It means get- 
ting up at the time that works out best for 
his schedule, going to bed at an hour that 
suits him, and devoting a good proportion 
of the hours between to his interests. This 
is not to say that all marriages run on this 
plan, but I'm saying to you that the best 
A successful marriage is never 
A much larger propor- 
tion is the wife’s responsibility—and this 
is as it should be. Home life is based on 
customs that developed when marriage was 
always a woman’s full-time job, and while 


a wonderful 
But. well done. 
ning a home. largely. 


very 


social 


ones do. 
a fifty-fifty affair. 


Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 12) 


to love, honor, cherish and care for his wife 
but it does not give him any right to beat her— 
even in cases where some might agree that a 
beating may do her good. Wife-beating is as 
much against the law as the beating of stran- 
gers and is a practice that has practically van- 
ished in civilized countries. You say that you 
have asked your husband for a divorce. You 
seem to forget that a wife can file for a divorce 
and, if her grounds are just, can get it plus 
support payments for both herself and the chil- 
dren. The next time your husband beats you 
try calling the police. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am desperately in love 
with a guy who has been married but whose 
wife will not grant him a divorce. | am 18 and 
he is 20. His marriage was one that just did 
not work out. He is as much in love with me 
as I am with him. We have been going steady 
since September and we want to get married. 
I am sure he is the guy | want and he also 
feels the same about me. I have not told my 
family he has been married because | am 
afraid of what they might say. I tried to break 
off from him but I just can’t. Is there any 
way we can get her to grant him his freedom? 
Life is very miserable as things are now. 

Geanne. 

Dear Geanne: Divorces are not too easily 
gained in some states and in your case per- 
haps this is a fortunate thing. A young man 
who is married, ready for a divorce and ready 
to re-marry before being old enough to vote, 
sounds very much like a young man who needs 


some slowing down. I would advise you to 
wait a year and then if you two are still so 
much in love let the young man hire a good 


lawyer who can handle the divorce for him. I 


this is becoming increasingly less and less 
true today, the results haven't changed. [f 
you aren’t willing to devote more time to 
preparing your husband’s meals; if yoy 
aren't alert enough to know when his shirts 
need mending or his socks need darning, 
then you are failing him as a wife. Tene, 
he may never complain, as was the case 
with your husband in the beginning. but 
make no mistake about it, he recognizes 
these faults and they grate on him end. 
lessly.” 

My wife was on the verge of tears when 
we finally left the counselor’s office. but | 
knew that she realized how wrong she had 
been. Of course, I was not to escape a lee. 
ture either from the counselor, but [ was 
glad that we finally had brought our trou- 
bles in the open to face them intelligently 
and with ‘sincerity. 

When we got home, we talked for a long 
time about our past troubles and finally 
Janet said: “I guess I never really tried to 
make our marriage a two-way proposition. 
Darling. I’m sorry if I’ve been selfish.” 

In the days that followed I can truth. 
fully say that Janet was a completely 
changed person. What happened to us 
can and does happen to many, many young 
married couples, but I'm thankful that 
we were fortunate to check ours in time. 

THE END 


can only hope that the young man has a de- 
cent job for a divorce costs money and there 
may be alimony payments or a large lump set- 
tlement which will further complicate your 
start in married life with the man of your 


choice. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 17 years old and 
was engaged until one day my boy friend went 
to the hospital and fell head over heels for an- 
other girl. Now our engagement is off until 
he can decide which girl he wants. | love him 
very much and [ don’t want to give him up. | 
can’t go on like this. What shall | do? 

Laretta S. 

Dear Laretta: There is only one thing for 
you to do—just wait until he makes up his 
mind. Of course it would not be wrong for 
you to try to influence his return to you dur- 
ing the time he is “making up his mind.” You 
should know his likes and dislikes and you 
should try to cater to them in order to win 
him back. And if he should decide to marry 
the other girl, just remember this—many a 
heart which is completely broken at 17 is still 
beating strong and happily at 71. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 19 years old and 
I’m in love with a man 47 years old. The only 
thing that makes me doubt him is that he 
won't tell me anything about his past. When 
I ask him he always says I am meddling. 
Should I marry him or not? 

Katie N. 

Dear Katie: I can understand your desire to 
know something of the past of the man you 
may marry, but in your case it might be a good 
thing for you to look first towards the future. 
While a 47-year-old man who refuses to tell 
about his past might possibly make a good 
husband for a 19-year-old girl, I believe the 
odds would be greatly against it. Think long 
and hard and consider every possible angle 
before entering into such a marriage. 
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and would rush forward, seize the bottle 
and scamper away. Whenever I stole a 
bottle of milk this way I experienced a 
strange inner sensation that has never quite 
been duplicated. It was exciting and won- 
derful and dangerous, and I loved it. 

Stealing milk brought me a lot of ex- 
citement, also a countless number of whip- 
pings. Mama hated thieving of any kind, 
and lectured us on the evil of taking what 
did not belong to us. When she found out 
that I had been pilfering milk from our 
neighbors she was humiliated and furious. 
“You are a disgrace to all of us,” she 
shouted, brandishing a strap. “I’m going 
to teach you never to steal again.” Then, 
she whipped me. 

When Mama whipped me she went at it 
in a methodical way. First. she would tell 
me why she was going to whip me. Then 
she would seize me firmly and take off my 
clothes. “I’m taking off your clothes be- 
cause I might ruin them if you wear them 
while you get the whipping. Clothes cost 
money.” 

I cannot count all the whippings Mama 
me. There 
thrashed me several times a week, usually 
for some wild escapade in the neighbor- 
hood, breaking somebody’s window’ or 
stealing a bottle of milk. Mama whacked 


gave were times when she 
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me unmercifully, giving me the full length 
of an old strap. and wielding it with force 
and fury. I seldom cried when she whipped 
me. I just took the whipping silently. 
biting my lip and holding in my emotion. 
Mama used to wonder why [ didn’t cry. 
I think it frustrated her just a little. 
After a whipping I would be put to bed, 
my little naked body quivering from the 
strokes of the strap used so expertly by 


Mama. Sometimes I would sob into the 
pillow, but never loud enough for anyone 
to hear. I didn’t want anyone to know that 


a whipping had caused me pain. I can 
remember running away from home after 
being whipped. On these occasions I 
would run off and hide with a pal or take 
refuge in somebody’s back yard or shed. 
Usually I'd stay away two or three days. 


V HEN the time came for me to go to 

school a crisis occurred. I was rather 
unruly and didn’t take too kindly to the 
idea of spending my days in a classroom. 
At first I went along with the idea and at- 
tended school fairly regularly. As the 
years passed, however. school to me became 
more and more intolerable. 

I was a student at Dumas Public School 
and a problem to my teachers and to my 
family. Like so many children I didn’t 
like school. Unlike most of the others, I 
did something about it. I refused to go. 
My attendance record was probably the 
poorest in the school. I played hookey at 
every opportunity, which usually meant 
three or four times a week. I was scolded, 
strapped and warned. I simply preferred 
roaming the streets to learning from books. 

The truant officers got to know me very 
well. They were constantly rounding me 
up and returning me to my mother. They 


would find me playing ball with the boys 
or fondling a stray dog. I was never idle, 
I always found interesting things to do 
when I played hookey. One of my favorite 
pastimes was the movies. I spent a lot of 
time in movie houses in my neighborhood 
when I should have been in school. When 
a certain picture fascinated me, I would 
stay and see it two and three times. I used 
to study the actors’ faces and watch their 
movements. I suppose I started thinking 
and dreaming then about the theater. 

“What a problem you are to me.” 
Mother wailed when the truant officers 
brought me home and informed her that | 
had not been at school for the entire week 
preceding. “What will happen to you 
when you grow up,” she asked me. “With. 
out an education you will be helpless.” 

Mama’ pleaded with me to go to school, 
I promised to try again, but never suc. 
ceeded. I discovered I just wasn’t cut out 
for book learning. 

All my life I have hated restrictions on 
one’s personal liberty. School was just 
such a restriction. I couldn’t stand being 
cooped up in a room with 40 other chil- 
dren, looking at a woman trying to put 
some learning into our heads. It was all 
so dull, so uninteresting. I just couldn't 
take it. So I ran away from school. day 
after day, and found that the world was 
larger than a single room and that there 
were many other fascinating things to do. 
I decided early in life that school just 
wasn’t for me. 

“Tumpy.” Mama told me one day. 
have got to make up your mind to 
I was nicknamed “Tumpy” prac- 
tically from the time I could talk. It all 
started with the nursery rhyme, “Humpty, 
Dumpty.” I learned to recite it, but could 
never pronounce the name properly. For 
“Dumpty” I always said “Tumpy.” This 
caused general laughter in the house, and 
I was soon dubbed “Tumpy,” a name by 
which I am still known to Mama and my 
family. 

“But I don’t want to go to school, 


“You 
go to 


school.” 


Ma- 


ma,” I told her. “I want to go to work 
like you, and help earn the money we 
need.” At first my mother wouldn’t hear 
of this. She wanted me to have the kind of 


education she never had. She wanted me 
to be cultured and refined, to be well-read 
and poised. That was her dream. 

For a long time she opposed the idea of 
my working. Then things became critical 
in our household and money scarce. Help 
was needed and Mama decided that per- 
haps I could do a little work and help out 
that way. 

Work was nothing new to me. I had 
earned money be fore—particularly at 
Christmas time, cleaning snow from the 
sidewalks and steps to get money to buy 
gifts for my two sisters and my little 
brother. Margaret, my sister, was four 
years younger than I. Willie Mae was five 
years younger than Margaret. Richard, my 
brother, was two years my junior. 

We had every close and warm family 
ties. We helped each other. At Christmas 
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time there was a wonderful feeling of joy 
in the air and the atmosphere at home took 
on a festive tone. We decorated the house 
with brightly-colored wreaths and ribbons. 
We made humble but pretty preparations 
for Santa Claus. Christmas Eve was al- 
There was a delightful air 


ways exciting. 
We all waited 


of expectancy in the house. 
and hoped and dreamed. 
As the oldest child it was my duty to 
help make my sisters’ and brother’s dream 
true. That is why I worked for 
weeks ahead shoveling doing 
other odd jobs to earn the necessary money 
to buy them presents. Year after year I] 
did this, and year after year Margaret and 
Willie Mae and Richard were profoundly 
pleased with the gifts I bought them. I re- 
satisfaction from watching their 


come 


snow and 


ceived my 


faces light up when they opened their pres- 
ents on Christmas morning. 

I remember giving Margaret her first 
doll. It was a big, beautiful thing with 


lovely black hair. I liked it so much that 
I took it out of its box each night after my 
sisters had gone to bed, and played with it 
as enthusiastically as if it was my own. 
This went on for nearly a week. When 
Christmas Day arrived and Margaret 
opened her present, she found the hair 
loose and the doll’s dress soiled. I con- 
fessed sheepishly that I was the culprit, 
and that I had found the doll so entrancing 
that I had played with it myself, perhaps a 
little too vigorously. 

Margaret said nothing. She looked at 
me with admiration and love. Then she 
rushed over to where I was standing. and 
kissed me hard on the cheek. “You are 
the most wonderful sister in the world,” 
she said and tears flowed from her 
We held each other tightly and laughed 
and cried at the same time. 

Life was like that in our home in St. 
Louis. 


eyes. 


S THE YEARS of childhood passed I 
** developed my taste for the odd and 
I never conformed or adjusted 
patterns of behavior ex- 
pected of other children. I was a law unto 
myself and loved it. Mama 
despaired of making a lady out of me. Fre- 


unusual. 
to the normal 


sometimes 


quently she would say, “Tumpy. I just 
don’t understand you. You're different, 
that’s all.” 

And I was different. I did strange 


things that made people wonder whether 
I was quite sane. I used to love to walk 
about in the rain. The harder it was rain- 
ing the more I liked it. I walk 
barefoot for blocks while the rain pelted 
down on my head and washed my feet. It 
gave me an exhilarating feeling to feel the 
rain beating down on me. never 
bothered me. It was part of growing up. 
I have since abandoned the habit of walk- 
ing bareheaded in the rain, but I still love 
to go barefoot. 

Mama found work for me 
wealthy people in St. 
some jobs she took me with her and I was 


would 


Colds 


with various 


white Louis. On 


her assistant. Later she found employ- 


ment for me as a domestic servant. I was 
completely on my own and began to realize 
how hard life can be. I suppose I scrubbed 
acres of kitchens, and waxed and polished 
I was just a kitchen girl 
It was not 


dozens of rooms. 
and did the most menial work. 
at all pleasant and there were few reward- 
ing moments. 

Some of the women for whom I worked 
were very One woman 
beating I shall never forget. 
the habit of beating me almost daily, 
ever she felt I wasn’t working hard enough 
She was a cruel woman, al- 


gave me a 
She was in 


mean. 


when- 


to suit her. 
most sadistic. 


She did some horrible things to me. She 
punished me for forgetting to do little 
things, or for not working hard or fast 
enough. One day she flew into a rage 
merely because I had left a cake of soap 


in a sinkful of dirty dishes and went off to 
attend to another of my countless chores. 
She screamed like a maniac and shouted 
into the kitchen. When I 
me by the 


for me to come 
entered the room 
hands and plunged them into the scalding 
I screamed with the frightful 
pain it caused. The hot water scalded my 
hands horribly. The skin reddened. 
swelled up and started to come off. I felt 
like fainting. But still this woman had not 
seen me suffer enough. She slapped me 
about the face and head and sent me to 
bed. 

This woman beat me at times until there 
over my body. 
bed in the 


she seized 


dish water. 


welts and scars all 
I was sent down to my 
slept with the who 
seemed at that time to be my only real 
friends. I remember the dogs licking the 
sores on my arms and legs caused by the 
beatings I was given. 

One day I was beaten unconscious by my 
For hours I was out of touch 
I woke up in a hospital between 
After some hours Ma- 
When she saw 
little 
poor, 


were 
Then 


basement. I dogs 


employer. 
with life. 
clean white sheets. 
ma came to the hospital. 
me she broke into tears. “Oh, my 
Tumpy,” she moaned. “My own 
dear little Tumpy, what have they done to 
you.” Mama took me home. I was nine 
years old at the time. 

The father I had longed for appeared 
suddenly in the person of Mama’s second 
husband. He immediately endeared him- 
self to me by his dashing personality and 
winning ways. He was sweet and charm- 
ing and so considerate of Mama and me. 
He made me feel that he wanted to be my 
father and was proud to have me as his 
child. It was good because he made me 
feel wanted. At last there was a man in 
the house, the head of the family, and I 
loved him. He was my Papa. 

Papa worked hard, usually as a laborer 
in foundries and factories. He worked a 
gruelling 12-hour day and came 
hausted and grimy with the dirt of honest 
labor upon him. But he always found time 
and strength to smile at us, and play and 
joke at the end of the day. 

Poor Papa. He worked so terribly hard 
for so little, and yet had such a wonderful 


home ex- 
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@ The quick, low-cost WAYNE 
way to a High School 
education. No classes; 
pleasant, spare-time home 
training; college preparatory; 
standard texts; credit for 
past schooling. If you have 
finished 8th grade and are 
over 17 years of age, write 
for free catalog. 
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ROM FREUD TO KINSEY is offered here for only 
%. The Kinsey Report is the most extensive inyestiga- 

t ial behavior in America, It broke like a 

it the public code of morals were strictly en 
ding to Kinsey, 95% of the active mak EveD: 
id have to be put away. Actual figures are 
sex practices and sex relations existing on : dif- 
levels among social groups in a new book ex- 
he Kinsey Report—FROM FREUD TO KINSEY. 


NEW FACTS ABOUT YOURSELF 
talked about now appear wide- 
ad and common, For people who are tortured with 
al new information is available. Many 
» averted and broken families saved with 
1 This amazi book also presents 
4 h century sex studies. Works of Freud, 
pes, Sanger and others are explained in simple, 
ical language 
ORDER ON APPROVAL 
4 FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrapper for 
la FREE examination, If not thoroughly satistied, 
immediate refund of complete purchase price, 
Don’t wait! Act now! 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL - MAIL COUPON NOW 


PLAZA BOOK CO., Dept. K996, 

109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 1 
Rush FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrap- 
per for 10 DAY FREE TRIAL. If not satisfied, I I 

get my purchase price refunded at once. 
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If you are skinny, thin or under- 
weight due to no organic cause and 
are ashamed of your SKINNY, 
SCRAWNY figure, then NU-WATE may 
help you add POUNDS and POUNDS 





of Firm, Attractive Flesh to your fig- eS 
vre — Think of it — added pounds be 
and inches. NU-WATE —a Doctor Ap- 
proved Formula contains essential ‘ 
vitamins and minerals that may aid j 


your appetite. NU-WATE is made by 
a licensed Chemist and Pharmacist. 
Contains a tonic action that helps 
you 2 ways: Develops a good appe- 
tite and longing for food and helps 
you get more good of food so that it 
can soon start sticking to your ribs. 
A Scarecrow figure is not fashionable 
or pretty and the girl with the seduc- 
tive Alluring Curves usually gets the 
dates. Enjoy the pleasure of seeing clothes look beauti- 
ful and attractive on you, Start NU-WATE today. Send 
No Money. When the postman delivers NU-WATE in 
plain wrapper, pay him only $2.00 plus postage and 
C.0.D. charges, or send $2.00 with order and save 
extra charges. TRIPLE SIZE only $4.00 (regular $6.00 
value). (NU-WATE is Good for SKINNY MEN Too!) 


UNCONDITIONAL MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
if you are not pleased with NU-WATE — your money 
back immediately. NATURE MEDICINE CO., 224 South 
3rd Street, Dept. N-9, Brooklyn 11, N. Y. 
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In his gentle 
He took 
just as 


sense of enjoyment of life. 
way he made other people happy. 
wonderful care of us children. 
though we were his own. 

As a little girl I suffered a lot from eon- 
stipation. Papa determined to rid me of 
it and hit upon the idea of putting castor 
oil in coffee and feeding it to me. Because 
of this practice, I developed a loathing for 
coffee which has stuck through the years. 
The combination of coffee and castor oil 
disgusted me. I hated coffee time in our 
house. To this day I still hate coffee. Papa 
meant well, though. and I was not bitter 
towards him because of it. I knew he was 
trying to help me. 

Papa was gay. He could and 
dance and was full of fun all the time. I 
used to wait for him to return from work. 
looking out the window down the street for 
a glimpse of his sturdy figure striding 
along. I would take his lunch pail from 
him and carry it into the kitchen. Then 
I'd help him off with his boots. Papa had 
big ideas, and I used to find listening to 
them positively fascinating. 

“One day.” Papa used to say. 
to make a lot of money and buy a horse.” 
The very idea of having a horse around the 
place filled me with delight. I loved ani- 
mals. especially Mama_ kidded 
Papa a let about his ambitions. particularly 
the one to own a horse. “You'll never own 
Mama laughed. 


sing 


“['m going 


horses. 


a horse.” horse costs 


too much money.” 


horse. He began saving for it, putting 
away his quarters and dimes in a tin can. 
the location of which he constantly changed 
in order to avoid detection. I always man. 
aged to find it though. While sweeping, 
my broom would turn it up. from behind a 
piece of furniture or in a closet. Ocea. 
sionally. I would “borrow” a quarter from 
Papa’s bank. promising myself fervently 
that I would return it as soon as I could, 
My borrowings from Papa’s tin can bank 
postponed the purchase of his horse. but 
happily not permanently. 

Papa finally saved enough money to buy 
a horse and triumphantly brought it home 
and put it in the shed in our backyard, 
We were all delighted with Tom. as we 
called Papa’s That year Papa 
proudly rode his horse in the parade of the 
Veiled Prophet. the festival held each year 
in St. Louis. It was an important day in 
Papa’s life. indeed for all of us. 
so happy and proud. Papa glowed 
wardly because he had fulfilled a life-long 
dream: he owned a horse. 

Meanwhile I had been attending school 
fitfully. always under pressure of the truant 
School had become particularly 
irksome to me. I wanted to travel and see 
the world. I wanted to experience more 
of life. When I was 15 it was obvious that 
I had gotten as much as I could from St. 
Louis. It was my home town, and I had 
a certain affection for the place. But I 
I wanted to move on. 


horse. 


We were 


officers. 


was restless. 





But Papa was determined to get that (Continued Next Month) 
Child Care On the Records 
(Continued from Page 43) (Continued from Page 8) 

even more effective than when adminis- Eckstine. now available on four labels 


tered separately. 

Vaccination against 
given either before the 
other shots or following the completion of 
the series. 

While most of these shots will be ef- 
fective for a very long time it is usually 
recommended that a child be given booster 
shots at 2% or 3 years of age (about the 
time he is ready for nursery school) and 
that he be re-vaccinated at six when ready 
for public schools. This means that in 
case of any error in the earlier shots, he 
will be prepared for his first prolonged 
exposure to the dangers of disease outside 
of the home. 

Of course there are 
munization shots today which ordinarily 
do not concern children in the United 
States. But if any plans are made to take 
a child abroad or into a tropical climate. 
the child will have to take the same shots 
against cholera, typhus and typhoid that 
all servicemen had to take before going 
overseas. 

No child, no matter how poor a family it 
comes from, should have to go through 
life without the basic immunization shots 
against whooping cough, diphtheria and 
tetanus. These shots can usually be 
secured free of charge from state, city or 
Public Health Service baby clinics. 


smallpox can be 
beginning of the 


many other im- 


(Bluebird. MGM. DeLuxe and National). 
has been most successful on recordings of 
the standards. Four of his top hits of a 
few years ago on National records were old 
favorites (Prisoner of Love, Cottage for 
Sale, Solitude and Sophisticated Lady). 
He has since scored quite well with such 
oldies as Body and Soul, Stardust and Car- 
avan on MGM. 

Latest Eckstine release on MGM prom- 
ises to be another big seller. A coupling 
of I Left My Hat In Haiti and Here Comes 
The Blues, it has the Woody Herman band 
in support. The A-side has a gay vocal by 
Billy on a relaxed. Latin-styled opus from 
the MGM movie. Royal Wedding. Flipper 
is a pensive ditty chirped with a lot of feel- 
ing by Eckstine in pace with the Herman 
aggregation. Here is solid jazz fare. 

*% *% * 
RECORD OF THE MONTH: Decca’s 
Louis Armstrong Jazz Concert, Vol. II. an 
LP collection which gives the trumpet king 
and his All Stars (pianist Earl Hines. 
trombonist Jack Teagarden, clarinetist Bar- 
ney Bigard. drummer Coby Cole and bass- 

Arvell Shaw) opportunities to show off 
their individual talents in solo roles. The 
dise has five tunes (That’s For Me, Fine 
And Dandy, I Surrender Dear, Russian 
Lullaby and Baby, Won’t You Please Come 
Home), all of them pleasant listening. 
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Hell’s 
Greatest 


Fury 
(Continued from Page 33) 


in my mind at that time that I began to 
notice in the papers the terrific number 
of stories dealing with conflict and violent 
death, all with the same basic cause—a 
man’s unreasoning jealousy. 

I began to study all these. stories 
came to the conclusion that hell has one 
fury greater even than that of a woman 
scorned—it’s that of a jilted male. Con- 
trary to common belief, the male of the 
species becomes even more deadly than the 


and 


proverbial female when he is tossed aside 
fora new love. The more I read the clearer 
| could trace the tragedy that follows in 
the footsteps of the green-eyed monster 
that stalks across the country. transforming 
otherwise “normal” husbands and _ lovers 
into fools or murderers. 

In an Indianapolis newspaper I read that 
amonth after his wife had divorced him. 
acab driver hacked off his exmate’s head 
then carried on a one-way 
with the decapitated corpse 
“T don’t know why I did 
“T guess I didn’t 


with a. hatchet, 
conversation 
for two hours. 
it.” he later told police. 
want to see her leave.” 

I wondered if such incidents were limited 
to the metropolitan press, but recently in 
a Harlem newspaper there was an account 
vf Miss Lulu Parker who complained in 
Municipal Court that “her common-law 
husband whipped her until she nearly died. 
Upon questioning .by Judge Raphael Mur- 
phy, the woman violently accused Haywood 
Bullock of digging his teeth in her chin. 
lashing her with a thick iron bar... . She 
said he walloped her in the left eye so hard 
that the wants to make her scream 
now.” 

Can this be love? I asked myself. If it 
was, then I wanted no part of such conflict 
But when he wanted to be. 
was a wonderful 

about the 


pain 


and violence. 
Stu was lots of fun. He 
dancer and since we were same 
age we had many interests in common. On 
Stu had a quick mind and 
his boastful 


the serious side, 
plenty of ability. However, 
self-confidence won him few friends down 
at the office. When I cautiously suggested 
that he might get ahead quicker by acting 
a little less cocksure and listening to vet- 
eran newsmen like Chuck Winters, he 
laughed contemptuously. “Why should [| 
listen to Winters and those other has- 
beens? I’ve got more on the ball than they 
ever had!” 

We had just finished bowling a couple 
of frames and were sitting at the bar ad- 
joining the alleys. Stu had won a round 
of drinks from another couple we'd bowled 
against and his 180 score had proved he 
Was as good as he had boasted he was. 
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With Its Nervous, 
Highstrung Feelings? 


Are you troubled by distress of fe- 
male functional monthly disturb- 
ances? Does it make you feel so 
nervous, cranky, restless, weak, 2 
bit moody—at such times? Then po 
try Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound to relieve such symp- 
toms! Women by the thousands 
have reported remarkable benefits. 


Pinkham’s Compound is what 
Doctors call a uterine sedative. It 
has a grand soothing effect on one 
of woman’s most important organs. 
Taken regularly—Pinkham’s Com- 
pound helps build up resistance 
against such distress. It’s aLso a great 
stomachic tonic! All drugstores. 





Monthly Female Pains 


Pinkham’s Compound is very 
effective to relieve monthly 
cramps, headache, backache, 
—when due to female func- 
tional monthly disturbances. 
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=a Now it can be yours... 
gia real diamond . . . the 
wy true symbol of beauty! 
y Think of it—a genuine 
diamond in a 10 Karat 
GOLD mounting — at 
the unheard-of price of 
$8.31 plus Federal Tax 
—$9.98 total! Ins., P.Pd. 
Why settle for cheap imitations when you can now 
afford beautiful sparkling diamonds—brought to 
you direct— by GENUINE DIAMOND CO. You 
get a Registered Genuine Diamond Bond. 

A genuine diamond ring will be your pride and 
joy ... the envy of your friends. Order TODAY, 
giving ring size. Send check or money-order. On 
C.O.D.’s, you pay postman plus small fee. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE if not satisfied 

during 10-day inspection period. 


GENUINE DIAMOND CO. 
509 Fifth Ave, Dept. D-3 New York IZNY, 
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Orders 
STYLE SHOWN IS 


Rushed 
“ROSALINDA”’ 
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Red and Green Kid, 
White Suede 







Postage Paid 
on Prepaid 
Orders 





Write for Free Catalog 


SYD KUSHNER 


Dept. T-3 733 South Street 
PHILADELPHIA 47, PA. 
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BOX 118 


| PERIOD DELAYED? ... . Don't Worry! 


USE DOCTOR’S PRESCRIPTION! BE RELIEVED of this worry! 
Your Period Delay may be functional and this DOCTOR’S 
METHOD may bring prompt relief! It is a Quality Preparation 
of OFFICIAL MEDICAL DRUGS! Easy to take and NO harmful 
after effects! SEND NO MONEY! Pay postman on delivery of 
a Generous Supply packed in a CONFIDENTIAL BOX! ONLY 
$10.00! SEND NO MONEY! RUSH YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS 


SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC., Dept. P-29A 









JERSEY CITY 3, N. J. 
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HAIR REMOVED 


INSTANTLY 


Unwanted, superfluous 
hair removed immedi- 
ately from Face, Arms, 
Legs, with VELVO HAIR 
REMOVER. Yes, you can 
actually remove hair 
above and BELOW the 
skin surface. It is 
harmless and leaves 
the skin soft, smooth 
and lovely to touch. 
WE GUARANTEE that 
we will refund your 
money if after the 
third application hair grows back. Priced at 
only $2.00. Rush your name and address. 
Enclose check, cash or money order or we 
will send C.0.D. plus postal charges. 
VELVO PRODUCTS 


Dept. TC Box 201, Williamsburg Station 
Brooklyn 31, &. Y. 





Collector’s Choicest 


PIN-UPS 


Never before such a thrill- 
ng collection of glamour- 
ous Hollywood models— 
posed by the “King of Pin- 
Ups.” Confidential data re- 
veals studio secrets of pos- 
ing each photo. Shows 

ow to take your own 
money-making pin-up 
poses. Giant deluxe port- 
folio only $3—Popular edi- 
tion $1.25. Money back 
guarantee. Send 25c for 
sample photo and _ illus. 
folder. Bernard of Holly- 
wood, Dept. TC, 9055 
Sunset Blvd., Hollywood 
46, Calif. 


Conscientious sales service for your short stories, 

articles, books and plays. Serd today for FRE 

circular ‘‘Your Road To Writing Success.’” 
DANIEL S. MEAD LITERARY AGENCY 
Dept. T, 419 Fourth Ave., New York 16 











NOW for the 
LIGHTER 
SKIN 
BEAUTY 







OF YOUR 


DREAMS. 


: vos TRY 
Dr. FRED Palmer’s DOUBLE STRENGTH 


SKIN WHITENER 


Now, those dreams can come true! Dr. FRED 
Palmer’s new DOUBLE STRENGTH FOR- 
{ULA works twice as fast to give you radiant, 
hter, smoother skin. Clears up unsightly 
<ternally caused pimples, bumps and blem- 
hes. Starts lightening action the INSTANT 
apply it. Satisfaction or money back. Ask 
and get the original Dr. FRED Palmer’s 

1 Whitener. Accept no substitute. 


2 5¢ AT ALL DRUG AND Cosmetic stores 5Q¢ 


DR. FRED PALMER'S 80x 264, ATLANTA, GA. 
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Flushed with a victory and the praise of 
the onlookers, Stu’s attitude was even 
cockier than usual. “Listen, Sally.” he con- 
tinued, “I’m going places in this newspaper 
game. It’s a cinch.” 

I agreed. “Why. just the other day I 
heard ‘Pop’ Randall say that he wouldn't 
mind having you work under him on the 
city desk. What a wonderful chance that 
would be. Stu!” 

He looked down his nose. 
pretty fair editor. I might learn something 
from him.” he conceded. “But the less said 
about those other hacks..the better.” He 
took my hand and swung me around on 
my stool so I faced him. “There’s only one 
thing about my future that I’m not sure 
about. Sally—you.” 

“T like you. Stu. You know that.” 

“Oh. sure. You like Chuck Winters, you 
like Rocky—you like everybody. That’s 
not good enough for me, Sally. For me 
it’s got to be something special.” 

I studied his face. eyes full of unaccus- 
tomed doubt, but his lean brown chin still 
thrust out at an aggressive angle. I real- 
ized that as far as Stu was concerned, noth- 
ing was impossible and it gave me a cer- 
tain satisfaction to know that I was the one 
factor in his life he was uncertain of. No 
girl wants to have a man absolutely sure 
of her. A certain amount of mystery and 
intrigue is vital to any romance, and rather 
than confess to Stu that I had grown ex- 
I gave him an enig- 


“Randall’s a 


tremely fond of him, 
matic smile that might mean everything— 
or nothing at all. 

This infuriated him, but with an effort 
he was able to control his voice. “Is i 
because I’m just a copy boy down at the 
office?” he demanded. 

“Of course not,” I replied. ‘“You’ve al- 
ready told me that you intend to take 
Chuck’s job away from him.” 

“And I wasn’t just beating my gums! 
When it comes to sports I can write circles 
around Chuck. But you’re dodging the 
issue,” he accused. “Is it because of some 
other man?” 

“Why do you keep harping on that?” I 
asked. “A girl has a right to have as many 
friends as she wants. I said I liked you 
more than anyone else I know. What hap- 
pens now is up to you,” I added. 

Stu flashed his ready smile and squeezed 
my hand. “I'll make good, Sally. I just 
want to be sure that you’re in my corner.” 

On the way home we stopped at an all- 
night restaurant for a snack. By the time 
Stu said goodnight at the my 
apartment, I felt I had to make up for the 
I'd given him earlier. “I had 
Stu.” I said. “You were 
sweet tonight once our little quarrel was 


door of 


harsh words 
a wonderful time. 


over.” 
“You're the only person in the world I'd 
Jet talk to me like that, S 


sally. It scares me 
when I think that maybe it 


won't be like 
this always.” 

the 
I let 


“You're the only per- 


I gazed up into his face and saw 
tenderness in his eyes and willingly 


him draw me close. 


son who can keep us apart.” I said softly 

Stu shook his head gently. “Sally— 
darling—I’ll never do that! You see, | 
love you.” 

His lips pressed tightly against my cheek 
and then, as his arms tightened, I turne 
my face slightly. Our kiss was vibrantl 
alive with a strange new emotion for me. 
There were no doubts then and no fears. 
Stu’s jealous outbreaks were forgotten as 
my heart sang a joyous song of love and 
infatuation. ... 

THE NEXT DAY, still glowing from 
the effects of my newfound happiness. | 
bustled about the office with a light 
step. humming snatches of romantic bal. 
lads. Chuck, who sat scowling over his 
battered typewriter. glanced up and mut. 
tered, “What’s eating you? You sound 
disgustingly cheerful this morning.” 

“Why shouldn't I be happy?” I asked, 
stopping beside his desk. “The 
world is wonderful and you. Old Sourpuss, 
are going to make it even more wonder. 
ful!” 

“Not if I can help it.” Chuck growled. 

“You don’t scare me.” I laughed, 
“There’s a heart of gold hiding underneath 
that hard-boiled front you put up.” 

Chuck grinned. “Well. 
covered the secret of my charm. I guess I'l] 
have to do whatever it is you’re going to 
ask me.” 

“How about talking it over at lunch?” | 
suggested. 

“Okay, Sally. but I’ve got a hunch that 
this is going to cost me something—and | 
don’t mean the lunch!” 

Chuck was right, it was going to cost 
him something. The first thing that morn- 
ing I'd gone into “Pop’s” office to ask a 
favor. I reminded him of his remark that 
Stu would make good newspaperman. 
then asked him to give him a chance to 
prove it. “Pop” thought it over for a mo- 
ment then drawled, “I grant you he’s a 
smart lad, Sally, but he’s got a lot to learn 
before he can make the grade as a news 
hound.” 

I had already made up my mind not to 
take no for an answer. In a sense, I hada 
big stake in Stu’s future and I was deter- 
mined to do all I could to help him get his 
break. “Look, Mr. Randall,” I argued. 
“You admit that Stuart has all the quaii- 
ties a good reporter needs.” 

“All but one—a sense of responsibility. 
He’s a little on the unpredictable side.” 
Pop observed. 

“Maybe so, but suppose he had some- 


whole 


since you've dis- 


thing—someone, to make him settle 
down?” Pop’s eyebrows shot up quizzi- 
cally, but he said nothing. “Suppose he 


worked with one of the regular reporters 
for a while?” I continued. “How about 
it, Mr. Randall?” 

“Well. if you can get one of the men te 
agree to it, ’'ve no objection. Might even 
do the kid good to be taken down a peg 
two.” 

I could have kissed the top of Pop’s bald 


head I was so happy, but the thought of 
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getting Chuck’s okay sobered me. My 
worst fears were realized that noontime. 
To begin with, Stu happened to see Chuck 
and I leave the office together and although 
he said nothing, the look of pure hatred he 
shot at Chuck sent a shiver through me. 
We found an empty booth in the Chinese 
cafe around the corner and Chuck imme- 
asked, “What’s that guy’s story. 


diately 
He’s got a grudge against the 


anyway ¢ 
whole world!” 

“Don’t be too hard on him, Chuck,” I 
pleaded. “He’s really a very sweet person. 
Maybe—maybe he just needs friends.” 

“T've got a book Ill lend him,” Chuck 
said. ‘How to Win Friends and Influ- 
ence People,’ but frankly, I think it’d be a 
waste of time.” Then, seeing my reaction 
of dismay, he added, “Of course, I might 
stretch a point and even be civil to the guy 


—for you, Sally.” 


I smiled sadly. “I’m afraid that’s not 
enough, Chuck. You see, I want you to 


break him in as a reporter.” 
‘Like hell I will!” he burst out indig- 
nantly. 
“Pop—Mr. Randall has agreed and now 
it’s up to you.” 


Chuck was silent for a moment, then 
said slowly, “You’ve got me on the spot. 
honey. I hate the guy’s guts, yet—okay, 
I'll do it.” 

When we got back to the office. Stu’s 


coolness marred the surprise I'd planned. 


So, crestfallen, I secluded myself in the 


library while Pop and Chuck had a con- 
ference with Stu. All that week Stu 
seemed to be avoiding me and every night 
he was out on assignments with Chuck. 
It was Friday evening before I had a 
chance to talk with him. It was pay day 
and perhaps because Chuck had grudg- 


ingly but honestly turned in a favorable 
report on his work, Stu was in a jubilant 
mood. 

“Maybe I did sort of avoid you, 
he confessed. “I had a lot of crazy notions 
about you and Chuck.” 

“Oh. Stu! How could you? What do I 
have to do to convince you how wrong you 
are?” 

“Marry me!” We both laughed at the 
way it came out and the tension vanished. 
“T've done a lot of thinking, Sally, and from 
now on I’]l never be jealous again.” 

Hidden from the big 
file cabinets, he stole a kiss and again my 
heart sang. “I’m sure glad this week 
over!” he exclaimed. ‘Chuck really gave 
mea workout. But tonight we'll celebrate. 
You haven’t forgotten the Urban League 
dance, have you?” 

We were busy making elaborate 
for the benefit dance and what 
afterwards, when Pop called Stu into his 
ofice. After waiting a while, I went out 
into the city room to see what had detained 
him. Then I learned what had happened. 
Chuck had decided to go to the dance and 
Stu had been picked to cover a light heavy- 
weight bout at a Westside arena. I real- 
ized immediately that Stu was convinced 
Chuck had done it deliberately and from 


Sally,” 


outside view by 


plans 
we'd do 


the way they said he'd stormed out of the 
office he was fuming. 
The kids at the office talked me into 


going to the dance anyway, so I went along 
although I was too worried about how Stu 
would make out on his trial assignment to 
myself. Unable to bear the 
pense, I soon made my apologies and left 
early. I hurried home, I prayed that 
Stu would phone to tell me how he had 
made out. 

Entering the lobby of the 
tent on finding my doorkey, I was startled 
by a figure that moved toward me out 
of a dark corner. My heart leaped and I 
was about to scream when I heard a voice 
that I recognized only too well. “Where is 
grabbing my wrist in 


sus- 


enjoy 


building. in- 


he?” Stu demanded, 
a fierce grip. 

“Stu!” I cried, almost from 
relief. “What on earth are you doing here 

as if you were hiding to 

“T guess he thought he was pretty slick. 
laugh 


hysterical 


Probably had a good 
back—both of you!” 
angry now. not only because he 


almost out of my wits 


didn’t he? 
behind my 

I was 
had frightened me 
but because of his wild. 
“T don’t know 
And until 
maybe 

His eyes blazed from under his hat brim 
and his mouth twitched convulsively. Then 


senseless raving. 
talking about! 
like 


each other.” 


what you re 


you can behave an adult. 


wed better not see 


there was a sobbing intake of breath and 
he went suddenly limp. “I’m sorry. Sally,” 
he said quietly. “To spy on someone 


someone you love is sinking pretty low. I 
I just had to know 
who you'd gone to the dance with. I 
Stu.” I reminded 
You didn't—?” 
his 


couldn't help myself. 


“But your assignment, 
him. “What about that? 

He halted 
lightly against my lips and shook his head. 
“Don’t worry. darling. Everything’s all 
right. That is—if you forgive me.” 

I hesitated before but even- 
tually the pitiful woebegone expression on 


my words with fingers 


I answered, 


his 
Stu, 


and the pleading in eyes 
heart. “All right, I for- 
And then I was in his arms 
I was happy 


his face 
twisted my 
give you.” 
and everything was fine again. 
beyond words that night as I dozed off, to 
trial 
sure. 


Stuart had made good on the 
of that I was 
I was the 


sleep; 
Chuck had given him, 
And even more important, first 
one he’d come to and I was positive that 
some day soon we'd be able to get married. 
How much I was deluding myself I didn’t 
know until the next morning! 

in the li- 


(Bua WAS waiting for me 


brary when I arrived at the office. 
His face was grim and immediately I 
sensed that something was wrong. He 


lighted a cigarette and took a few quick 
drags, then punched it out. 
he began uncertainly, “I know it’s 
none of my business, but—well, how seri- 
are you about this Stuart? I 
mean, does he mean anything to you?” 

“He loves me, Chuck. I’m sure of that. 
Why do you ask? And how was the story 
he turned in?” 


nervous 
“Sally,” 


ous guy, 
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“No story.” 
“IT don’t 


Chuck shook his head. 

I stared at him unbelieving. 
get it. Are you joking?” 

“T wish I were! Oh. there'll be an 
ticle in this week’s paper—but it’s one I 
wrote. Your boy. Stuart. didn’t go to that 
fight last night.” 


ar- 


“But that can’t be!” I cried. “Why. I 
saw him right after I couldn't go on. 
In a flash. I realized that Stu had been 


in the lobby for me all eve- 
ning—smoking cigarette after cigarette. 
watching and waiting. And all just to ap- 
pease his intense jealousy. 

I barely heard Chuck say 


waiting there 


whimsically. 
Read it 


“ve got a book here for you. 

some time.” He laid the book down on the 
desk. He turned to go. then added 
more serious tone. “Don't fret about your 
boyfriend. He'll get another chance to 


make good. I've got him covered for this 
story. 

My eyes were so blurred by tears I could 
barely make out the little of the book he’d 
left. It was Why We Act As We Do, by 
a Dr. Philip Eisenberg. But I was in no 
mood for reading at that moment. All I 
wanted was to get out of the office. 
by myself where I could try to unravel the 
complicated mess I was in. 

Late that night. 
opened the book and leafed through it. 
Some of the passages were underlined 
pencil. One of them read: 

“Jealousy is often the reaction of a man 
who is not himself or of a 
who views his wife as personal property 
rather than a object. If are 
threatened with the loss of a husband 
wife to a rival (a loss of a possession). our 
prestige is also threatened. and we become 


away 


alone in my room, I 


sure of man 


love we 


jealous. This pattern is so much a part of 
us that we feel that jealousy is a sure sign 
of love. If it is. then it is a peculiar sign. 
for jealousy reflects our insecurities in pos- 
session and prestige.” 

I was beginning to see now why Chuck 
had recommended that I read the book. 

From then on. I spotted more and more 
news stories of ill-fated romances. wrecked 
because of a man’s blind jealousy. Every- 
thing I read was a clearcut warning to 
drop Stu and avoid getting further involved 
with any man who was “so jealous” he 
could fight—or kill. Chuck was thinking 
only of my interests when he gave me the 
book to read and I appreciated his think- 
ing of me. But by no stretch of the imag- 
ination did I consider Stuart 
unstable enough to harm 
the incident of the news flash that came to 


erratic or 


anyone. Even 


the city desk from Nashville. Tenn.. failed 
to alert me to any danger. 
It was a tragic story that began: “Po- 


lice and faculty swarmed over the Tennes- 
State last 
as a sweeping investigation was launched 
which 


see College campus here week 
after the shocking homicide-suicide 
left a 27- 
hoy friend dead by his own hand.” 

Stuart happened to wander into the li- 
at the dispatch and 


It told of how 


year-old coed slain and her steady 


brary as I was looking 


read it over my shoulder. 


a GI student had fired three shotgun slugs 
pointblank into a pretty girl as half q 
dozen classroom-bound students looked on 
in horror. He then drove across the cam. 
pus, entered his residence and turned the 
gun on himself. 

The contents of the suicide note 
hinted at by authorities. “It 
known. however. 


were 
only Was 
* the news story continued. 
“that he confessed the slaying and men. 
tioned a “jealous rage.’ ” 

Stu was silent for a then he 
took the sheet of paper from my hand and 
tossed it into the wire basket on my desk. 
“All that happened hundreds of miles away 
to people we don’t even know.” he said 
“What about us. Sally?” 

I hesitated. trying to think of the right 
words. words that would be kind and yet 
“Tve been thinking about us. Stu 
trying to see some sense in the kind of 
love that can be so wonderful one moment 
and so cruel the next. Like this. for jp. 
stance.” I continued. pointing to the news 
article we'd both just read. 
but 

His face was grim and the muscles of his 
jaw twitched spasmodically. “But what?” 
he asked quietly. 

“Maybe we'd better wait 
other for a while. Then. maybe 
numb, defeated look on his face. 
den dropping of his shoulders caused my 
heart to contract in mingled grief and pity. 
“Oh, I cried. “I want to 
give our love a chance to be more than 
meaningless promises and threats of death, 
You and [—we’re young. 


moment. 


said. 


firm. 


“T love you, 


each 
The 


the sud- 


not see 


don’t you see?” 


we've got to live 
for love!” 

Without a word. Stuart turned and 
walked out, and I fought down an urge to 
call him back. I had no time to indulge 
in self-pity that day because a new edition 
of the paper was coming out and the entire 
staff was head over heels in work. And for 
the next week or so. both Stu and I were so 
busy with our office duties that it was only 
after the new national edition had hit the 
newsstands we finally ran into each other. 
Stu had been promoted to a reporter and 
was doing very well, according to the com- 
ments I'd heard. I congratulated him on 
his success but he just tossed it off. “May- 
be | wasn’t born with ink in my veins.” he 
said. “but I think ['ll be a newspaperman 
some day.” 

This was a new Stuart, not quite so cock- 
sure and with a surprising amount of mod- 
esty. I waited for him to bring up the 
topic of our last conversation, but he made 
no reference to it. However, he did in- 


vite me to go riding with him. He ex 
plained that he had finally saved up 


enough to buy the car he’d wanted for 0 
It was just a jalopy, he warned me. 
but he bad turned it into a “hot rod”— 
working nights to install oversized pistons. 
carburetors and high-speed gears. 


long. 


special 
| SHOULD have known better, but when 
he begged me to come along on a trial 
Surely there’d be no harm 
But out on a 


run, | agreed. 


in that. I decided. once 
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jonely back road. the gay conversation we 
e having took on ominous overtones. 


wer’ a 
Ten- 


“Remember that student down at 
nessee State?” Stu asked suddenly. 

“Why. yes. What made you think of 
that?” I wondered. 

'*Nothing in particular.” He drove along 
in silence, staring straight ahead down the 
lng. level road. “I know that guy 
must have felt—life just wasn’t worth liv- 


” 


ing. 
“But to kill the girl too!” 
at the thought. 

“At least no one 
thing in his voice frightened me, 
“Why you marry me, 


how 


I shuddered 


else got her!” Some- 


so when 


he demanded, wont 


and 


Sally?” I tried to discuss it calmly 
anely. But he was in no mood for rea- 
wning. “It must be some other man!” he. 


shouted accusingly. “Who is it?” 

Seeing no point in dragginz things out 
I ordered him to turn back. 
and this is 


in this vein, 
“You just want an argument 


neither the time nor place. Take me home 
mmediately!” I demanded. 
{n odd smile twisted his face. “Okay, 


Sally.” he said in an ominously quiet voice. 
‘Tll take 
And seconds later we were hurtling down 
the road at breakneck speed and I[ realized 
the wild plan he had in the back of his 
jealousy-twisted mind. 
Now. 


section. my 


you—but not home!” 


as we sped toward a busy inter- 


mind told me a_ thousand 


leap from the car; turn off 


anything! 


things to do 


the ignition; grab the wheel; 
was gripped in a paralysis of 
trat- 


then, 


but my body 
fear. The car careened out into the 
four-lane highway and 
mercifully. I blacked out. 


Icame to gradually. groping upward out 


fe on the 


fa nightmare of darkness and pain. and 
from the sounds and the smells I knew I 
was in a hospital. As if through a haze | 


was dimly aware of two figures standing at 


the foot of the bed I was lying on. I 
thought it was Stu and I called out his 
name. But the voice that came back was 
that of Chuck, full of obvious relief. “Stu’s 
all right. honey.” he assured me. “How 


can you hurt a guy with a head as hard as 
his? You're the one we’re worried about. 
How do you feel?” 


“All right—I guess,” I answered uncer- 


tainly, 
“Your leg’s kinda banged up,” he told 
“but the doc says you'll be okay in 


no time at all.” Chuck dropped his ban- 
tering tone. “Do you feel like 
a couple of this 
honey ? “ 

For the first time, I noticed the hulk- 
ing brown-uniformed highway patrolman, 


answering 


questions for officer, 


tanding with a pad and pencil in his hand. 
“Got to make a report, Miss,” he 
‘There were no other witnesses and your 
lestimony will tell us if we can hold the 


growled. 


driver on any charges.” 

The whole room seemed to whirl before 
my eyes and [| bit my lips at the sharp pain 
that stabbed through my bandaged leg. I 


slanced at Chuck, but he gave no indica- 


tion of how I should answer. All he said 
was, “Try to remember it exactly as it 
happened. honey. They can throw the 


book at him for everything from reckless 
driving to felonious assault.” 

What could I say? Stuart was unhurt, 
while I lay there writhing in pain. Had he 


really changed as much as I thought he 
had? I had hoped with all my heart that 
this was so. but—the “accident”—what 


about that? 


I heard my voice, small and weak as if 





someone was speaking from a distance. 
“Tt was my fault. officer.” I lied. \ dog 
I saw a dog dart across the road—lI | 


screamed. I guess Stuart swerved to keep 
from hitting it.” 

\ few more questions and it was over. 
After jotting down my answers in his book, 
the officer left and Chuck stood there shak- 


ing his head at me in a mild rebuke. 


“T guess you really love the guy, honey,” 
he said, his voice tinged with awe. “And 
after ville he tried to do to you!” 

“What—what do you mean?” 

“Just this.” Chuck said, pulling out a 
sheet of paper from his pocket. “After 
the ambulance brought you here and 


Stuart got a few scratches patched up. he 


down to the office and typed out this 


came 
news story. It’s an exclusive and it sure 
would have made headlines—but we’re not 
going to use it.” 

My eyes begged him to continue. “Here’s 


the news story he wrote—An attempted 


homicide-suicide was narrowly averted this 
afternoon when the jealousy-crazed driver 
of a speeding car lost his nerve at the last 


The 


girl he loved and planned to carry to her 


moment and tried to prevent a crash. 


death with him escaped with leg injuries 
that-—” Chuck paused. “Want me 
on?” 

My heart was so full I couldn’t speak 
brimming with tears of 
rest of what Stu had 


to go 


and my eyes were 
Chuck read the 


news 


joy. 


written—it was a story and at the 


same time a courageous admission of his 
guilt. If he could write that, then I knew 
my heart had not led me astray. Stu 


had to in order to confess 


and I realized now why I had 


loved me—he 
what he did 
lied to the officer. 


“T guess you can see why we can’t run 
this story after what you told the cop,” 
Chuck said, ripping the paper into tiny 
shreds. 


My lips formed a wordless “Thank you.” 
But Chuck chuckled wryly. “Ill admit it 
when I’m wrong. and I was wrong about 
Stuart. I guess he’s a man, after all!” 

I closed my eyes in prayerful thanks. 
“Yes, I mur- 
mured. 

“Who would have thought I was playing 
Cupid when I gave Stuart those books to 


Stuart is a man—my man!” 


read,” I heard Chuck mutter as he tiptoed 
out. “And at my age, too!” 


THE END 








‘ALL WOMEN 
CAN BE CAUGHT,’ 
Says OV/D 


Even one you expect to 


say “No,” will surprise you 
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‘her then ee may ‘struggle but 
rest assured she wants'to lose this fight.. 

“Your\jok i is to play the lover. Ais is is 
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made for love . \\ 
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STRAVON PUBLISHERS, Gen . A506 
J 113 West 57th St., New York 19, N. Y. | 
t Please send Ovid's THE ART OF LOVE on t 
10-day free trial in plain wrapper. If not 
§ pleased, I get my purchase price refunded J 
] at once. I 
(1 I enclose $1.98. Send Postpaid. 
I () Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus ! 
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SKINNY? UNDERWEIGHT? 
Caring Tus Why Cs 
CILLURING 

CURVES 
Easily ~ Safely 


If you are_ self-conscious 
ashamed because of 
scrawny, too-thin figure ...i 
underweight makes you nerv- 
ous, jittery and unpopular, here 
is wonderful hope for you. Now, 
every normally healthy but un- 
derweight person may put on 
pounds of firm, attractive flesh— 
add inches to bust, hips, and legs 
d do it SAFELY by taking 
sant-tasting GAYN-WAYT. No 
rous drugs, nothing harmful. 
Ww for- 









A zing new GAYN- 
mula, in easy to take form, contains 
only pure vitamin-minerals PL 


certain other essential ingredients that 
help stimulate your appetite so that 
you enjoy eating hearty meals and thus 
gain weight safely, surely and nor- 
mally! So why be the object of ridi- 
cule any longer? If you are skinny, : 
start GAYN-WAYT right away. Know what it is 
to capture love and romance with a figure you 
can be proud of. Send for GAYN-WAYT today. 
SEND NO MONEY Send name and ad- 

dress. On arrival pay 
postman only $2.00 plus C.O.D. postage on guar- 
antee of satisfaction or Money Back. (Cash sent, 
we pay postage.) TODAY, send name 


to 
MAID'N BLOOM PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 123-H 
758 N. Ogden Ave. 


Chicago 22, Ill. 







DOCTOR’S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 


ON 






RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 
ness or Your Loved Ones? Our Remarkable 
New Discovery Quickly and Easily Helps 
Bring Relief From All Desire For Liquor! 
With This Craving For Liquor Gone, No 
Will Power Is Necessary To Stop Drink- 
ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
You Can Go To Business And Carry On 
Your Social life As Usual, While Using Our Method! May 
used secretly for whiskey, wine or beer! Improvement 
Noticed In A Remarkably Short Time. The Price Is 
szingly Low! Only $10.00 For The Entire Method, Formula 
nstructions! This Is The Only Method That 
. Saticf, 

















Gu ti or Your Money Re- SEND 
funded, if Returned In Ten Days. You Will HO 
Bless The Day You Saw This As Thousands MONEY 
Have Already Done! 














BLUE BOOK 
CATALOG 


K. C. CARD CO, 816 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago §, III. 


Pay Postman On Delivery! Mail Us Your Name and Address Only! 
SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 

—s—\, DICE e CARDS 

FREE! i Perfect Dice, 

. 

<r, ic Cards—READ 
FAMOUS THE BACKS — 
ker Chips, Gam- 

ing Layouts, Dice 

Games, Punch- 

boards. WRITE 


Dept. 70-A Box 118, Jersey City 3, N. J. 
Magic Dice, Mag- 
Inks, Daubs, Po- 
Boxes, Counter 
FOR CATALOG TODAY, 


















47232 LONGER 
HAIR? 


MAKE THIS EASY 
7-DAY TEST! 


Jast try this SYSTEM on your hair7 days 
and see if you are really enjoying the pleas- 
y ureof ATTRACTIVE HAIR that can sovery 

often capture Love and Romance for you. 


MARVELOUS HELP for DRY, 


: BRITTLE, Breaking-Off HAIR 
WHEN SCALP and HAIR CONDITIONS are 
norma] and dry, brittle, breaking-off hair can be retarded, 
it has a chance to get longer. . . and much more beautiful. 
Amazing. The JUELENE System is not a hair restorative. 


SEND NO MONEY—Fully Guaranteed 


Just try the JUELENE SYSTEM for 7 days. Then let your 
mirror PROVE the thrilling results, JUELENE comes in 
2 Forms () Pomade [) Liquid. SEND FOR IT TODAY! 
C. O. D. $1.00 plus Government charges. It is fully guar- 
anteed. Money back if you are not delighted. Write Now! 


JUEL CO.,4727 N. Damen, Dept. 4220. Chicage25, Ill. 
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Fat People 
(Continued from Page 44) 


was acquired after they got their husband. 
A life of ease and security and the realiza- 
tion that the conquest is over leads them to 
give up the rigorous control of their fig- 
ures. 

It is because of the 
attractiveness that most women are inter- 
ested in fad diets for reducing. The Ameri- 
can standard of pulchritude varies from 
the slender to the moderately plump. but it 
never extends to the figure that is frankly 
fat. However. in certain parts of Africa, 
obesity, especially in the gluteal region, is 
considered a mark of beauty. Among the 
Bushmen and Hottentots this posterior de- 
posit of fat is developed to an exaggerated 


interference with 


degree, a condition known as steatopygy. 
There is evidence that this condition still 
persists in some Americans of African de- 
scent. 

The food value of what 
pressed in terms of calories which is a 
measure of the ability of the food to pro- 
duce energy. We need energy to work, ex- 
ercise, and just to exist. If we eat more 
than enough food to supply this energy. it 
is stored up in the body as fat and we in- 


we eat is ex- 


crease in weight. If we do not eat enough 
the body uses its own substance as food 
and we lose weight. If the food intake is 
nicely adjusted. we neither gain nor lose 
weight. Therefore. we can at will alter our 
weight up or down or keep it at a constant 
level by eating the proper amount of food. 

There are three food sub- 
stances—protein (such as meat and eggs), 
sugar (including starches), and fat. The 
sugar and fat supply most of the energy 
while the protein in adult people mostly 
serves to replace worn-out body tissues. 
Protein and sugar, weight for weight, pro- 
duce the same amount of energy but fat 
produces about two and one third times as 
much. In a normal healthy diet there 
should be a proper balance between the 
amounts of protein. sugar and fat. But all 
together they should represent only enough 
calories to maintain the proper weight, no 
more nor less. 

The reason why many people claim they 
get fat on little food is that they eat highly 
concentrated foods such as pure fats or 
very sweet pastries. They also may forget 
they often eat snacks between meals- 
chewing gum, candy, popcorn. nuts, ham- 
burgers. Pamphlets can be bought that 
give the energy value of all foods. With 
such a pamphlet and a pair of kitchen 
scales, any one can construct his own diet 


classes of 


to maintain any desired weight. 

Reducing by diet is a safe procedure, no 
matter how strenuous. if it is not kept up 
too long. Even complete starvation for a 
period of not over two weeks is not in- 
jurious in most instances. Indeed. scien- 
tists who have done without food for this 
length of time report a general improve- 
ment in physical condition and a feeling 
of well-being. If a diet for reducing is to 
be observed for more than two weeks, its 


caloric value should be gradually reduce) 
and care should be taken that it is hal 
anced as to protein, sugar and fat and that 
sufficient vitamins are taken. It is not nee. 
essary to use the fancy reducing dicts thy 
have recently been the fad. 

If a fat person examines his regular dig 
carefully he will usually find two things 
wrong with it. In the first place he ea 
too much of it and in the second place it 
contains too much sugar and fat. By 4. 
ducing the amount of sugar, pastries, pre. 
serves, bread, potatoes, butter. by eating 
less fried foods and pork, and by eating 
more leafy vegetables he can safely an 
efficiently reduce his weight without undy 
hardship and yet be sure that the diet j: 
balanced. Every person should know wha; 
his weight should be for his age and height 
and make every effort to maintain. thi: 
weight, or a little less if over 40. Thereby 
he can be more sure to live out a full life 

While overeating is the direct cause 9} 
obesity there are interesting psychologic 
backgrounds to account for the habit. The 
real cure for fatness is the recognition and 
proper evaluation of these backgrounds, 
The first physical pleasure experienced jy 
life is that of eating. The infant learns ty 
associate the pleasure of feeding with the 
security of its mother’s arms. The lack of 
emotional maturity in the adult is indicated 
by the persistence of the infantile notion 
of the sameness of eating and security. 

In some families this idea is further 
stressed by the overemphasis put on food. 
A mother will boast “we may not have 
enough money to buy other things but we 
always have plenty to eat.” She has a con- 
stant fear that there may not be enough 
food, fear that if there is not enough food 
something dangerous will happen. The in- 
portance of intellectual and _ spiritual 
values is overshadowed by the importance 
of eating by these families. When a child 
leaves home—to go to college, or to a 
camp, or on a visit, the mother will worry 
about the food the youngster will get. 
Women of this type, figuratively, “never 
come out of the kitchen.” The chief topic 
of conversation is new menus, tricks about 
cooking they have learned, how many cans 
of food they have put up, where the best 
food bargains can be had, the evils of ra 
tioning. 

It is no wonder that obesity is a char 
acteristic of such a family. There is some 
indication that a tendency toward obesity 
is inherited, but the fact that members of 
a family are fat is not so much a matter of 
inheritance as it is of a cultivated attitude 
toward eating which the family has in 
common. 

It is a fact that obesity is more prevalent 
among the uneducated and irreligious. This 
is probably because such people do not 
have recourse to the higher cultural plea 
ures of reading, thinking, the enjoyment o! 
good music and art, and of religious medi 
tation. They must of necessity seek grat: 
fication in eating, drinking, and sexual ex 
cesses. 


The peculiar psychologic makeup 4 
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me obese people make them do some 
grange things. They seem to be utterly 
capable of telling the truth about the 
mount of food they eat. They deliberately 
yithhold the facts about the things they 
inow perfectly well account for their over- 
yight. They will go on a reducing diet, 
jten paying a doctor handsomely for it, 
follow it very carefully but will secretly 
heat on themselves. All of this indicates 
the tremendous emotional conflict they are 
aflering in trying to meet the approval of 
heir fellowmen and their conscience and 
at the same time satisfy the commanding 
jesire for the pleasure of eating. 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 5) 
juring an intermission, he had Willie come 
wer to our table. 

Willie greeted me with a peculiar ques- 
ion. “What are you doing here?” he 
xked in a tone that gave me the impres- 
jon that he remembered me from our first 
meeting. 

Willie had me sized up long before I fig- 
ued him out. I soon found that out when 
ye started having occasional dates in the 
weeks which followed. We used to spend 
our time together at a movie or one of our 
favorite night spots where we often idled 
away hours listening to good jazz music. 

Music helped our romance along. When- 
ever we could hear some really good tune 
together, we just seemed to be at ease with 
We soon got to know each 
And that led to steady 
dining together at 


each other. 
ther much better. 
dating. We started 
every possible chance. 

Iremember it was then that Willie used 
to take my hands in his and whisper the 
sweet words in my ear that I'd always 
wanted him to. 

Somewhere during that course of events 
was born the deep love of ours which led 
to our marriage. 

The proposal I got from Willie, ’m sure, 
has few equals in the annals of matrimony. 
As remember it, I was watching the Tus- 
kegee-Wilberforce football game of 1943 
from a box in Chicago’s White Sox Park. 
Villie, who was then playing in the Great 
lakes Navy Band, came off the field after 
asession and over to where I was seated. 
Without any warning or any other greet- 
ing, he simply said, “I’m going to marry 
you on your birthday!” 

I wanted to believe him but couldn’t. 
Yet he was true to his word. Just nine 
days after that football game, on Novem- 
ber 7, 1943—my birthday—he stood with 
me before a minister and we took the sacred 
vows which linked us together as man and 
wife, 

Now that I’ve been married to Willie for 
some time, I know that he is just as won- 
derful as he appeared to be that day in 
Washington, D. C.. on our first meeting 
when I, though only a young dental student 
i Howard University, must have set my 
goal for him. 











LOOK SLIMMER, more YOUTHFUL 


REDUGE 
your appearance 


The Tr — Girdle must be the 
eel more comfortable 
your ht must be noticeably 
“a penny of your money. 


NEW! NO OTHER GIRDLE OR SUPPORTER BELT LIKE IT 
e 


NO OTHER GIRDLE CAN DO FOR YOU 
MORE THAN THE TRANZFORM. No other 









NEw! 


NONE OTHER 
CIKE IT! 








nema 
best girdle you ever wore... 
- you must look younger. . 

improved . . or we don’t want 


you m ot 





girdle or supporter belt offers you more bulge control. No 

other girdle has the miracle-working Bulgemaster* feature. 

WHAT 1S THE The Buleemaster pads are 
special inset panels of sheet 
rubber, covered with cotton 
jersey. They absorb the ex- 
cess perspiration from the 


be > balanced pressure acaist 
the fatty tissues of your stomach, waist, hips and thighs. 


ONLY 100% DUPONT NYLON STITCHING 


is used on the Bulgemaster panels. Special pin point perfora- 
tion allows air to circulate for your added comfort, 


MAGIC INSET CONTROL 
insets control in complete comfort, guaranteeing health- 


seawhe 
and flatten the tummy, slim 














You lasting support They lift 
down the waist, trim the hips, eliminate the ‘spare tir 
ACTUALLY waistline roll. These magic inset anata pal , by Fd 
APPEAR with diagonal ee to give each bulge the exact 
imount Of restraint It requires. 
a aa No bones—No buckles—No steels—No lacets—No adjustments 
@ Take inches “ ° es s off your 
off tummy Ps ine 
@ Bring in waist takes bul e- line ! 1 
@ Control : 


spreading hiplines 
Smooth and slim thighs 


SENO NO MONEY MAIL COUPON NOW 
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Makes clothes fit Tranzform, Ine., 15 E. 16, Dept. 504, New York 3 
STOUT WOMEN! Rush my Tranzform with wonder-working Bulge 
Ww fit ' Master at once, On delivery I will pay postman 
e can you, too! $4.98 plus postage. (Extra large sizes, waist 35-54 
Sizes up to 54 waist, 65 hips. or hips 44-65, $5.98.) I must be satisfied or I 
will return the Tranzform in 10 days for full pur- 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE } “2 priee rerun 
* Waist size... ia barcacs He 
10-Day Trial Offer ” a 
Wear the Tranzform for 10 days at our risk. EE 3 Abd cuwekwctascseGREOENe Sees eee 
We'll send it on approval. The Tranzform must : 
do all we claim or return it in 10 days and Pee. 5 6s c4eeee ou eos Guey sews 
we'll send your $4.98 right back. We take all c 
the risk because we know that even though you i g ee : ZONE... STATE.. ; 
an — ct ye By 4 aod Check here if you are enclosing money with 
until you’ve worn a Tranzform order to save €.0O.D. and handling charges. 
*Tranzform, Pat. App. For Same Free Trial offer and refund guarantee 
Trade Mark 











* Bulgemaster, 













| 3 DAY TEST 
PIN UPS ° 
BEAUTIFUL HOLLYWOOD NEGRO MODELS 


8 Large Glossy Photos 
Send $1 NOW to Hollywood Photo Library 


P, 0. Box 2591, Dept. T, Hollywood, Calif. 
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" J GUARANTEED 
i} Send your songs or poems today. Music,’ SATISFACTION OR 
MONEY BACK 


written for your words without charge. 
Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
have helped many new writers find theis 


Give your hair a chance to win 
you love and romance, Have 


ADVA 
first success. Let us try to help you. . pentane pee 

ROYA the longest, silkiest hair you 
: HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS can have to thrill men’s 
1558 N. Vine St. Dept. FF-41, Hollywood 28, Cal hearts, for long hair attracts 


men. Scientific LONGAID 
WORKS by lubricating dry- 
ness of hair and scalp that 
may cause dangerous break- 
ing off of hair, splitting ends and hair 








Let YOUR hair 





ASTHMA 


Wroe 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS...from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
... read this letter from Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson 
of Roanoke, Virginia. 

“Can Work and Sleep” 
Nacor is wonderful. I was very sick 
with attacks of bronchial asthma and 
I tried one bottle. It helped mesomuch 
I got three more. Now I can doall my 
work, and I can sleep at night. 

Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson, 
Roanoke, Virginia. 

WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just gone 
and your address today for daring 10-DAY 
No matter if you consider your case hope ile >Ss, 
NACOR, 764-M, State Life Bidg.,! i] 











our name 

IF FER 

——t. today 
4, indi 








coming out by brushfulls. 
become normally LONGER, luxuriously 
THICKER, glistening lovely. LONGAID 
also, with massage, brings STIMULATION 
to scalp with the RICH OILS of LONGAID. 
Mrs. K. C. writes, ‘‘I am just crazy about 
it. It sure has helped -my 

hair.’’ Miss T. B. writes, ‘‘I 

SEND don't have words to tell how 


NO well I like Longaid.'’ Do as 
thousands do. Send $1.00 plus 
MONEY 20c tax (total: $1.20) for 


large package of LONGAID 
Pomade postpaid. Or sent C.O.D. for $1.20 
and 


plus 20c C.O.D. fee and 5c postage 
handling (total: $1.45). Money back if not 
OVERJOYED. Keystone, Dept. TC3, Mem- 


phis, Tenn, 


8l 








REDUCE KEEP SLIM AT HOME 
WITH RELAXING. SOOTHING MASSAGE! 


FOR GREATEST BENEFIT IN REDUCING 
by massage use spot REDUCER with or 
without electricity—Also used as an aid 









UNDERWRITERS in the relief of pains for which massage " 
LABORATORY is indicated. 
APPROVED 


~ 


S: ‘ QR RQ 
f . j ELECTRIC 2 


















‘couse ~=— Don’t Stay FAT— You Can LOSE 
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Take pounds off—keep slim and trim with Spot Reducer! 
Remarkable new invention which uses one of the most 
effective reducing methods employed by masseurs and 
turkish baths—MASSAGE! 

With the SPOT REDUCER you can now 
employ the benefits of RELAXING, SOOTHING massage 
in the privacy of your own home! Simple to use—just 
plug in, grasp handle and apply over most any part of 
the body—stomach, hips, chest, neck, thighs, arms, 
buttocks, etc. The relaxing, soothing massage breaks 
down FATTY TISSUES, tones the muscles and fiesh, and 


POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY “wean” 


waste fot—helps you regain and keep a firmer and more 
GRACEFUL FIGURE! 


YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME 
When you use the Spot Reducer, it's almost like having 
your own private masseur at home. It's fun reducing 
this way! It not only helps you reduce and keep slim 
—but also aids in the relief of those types of aches and 
pains—and tired nerves that can be helped by massage! 
The Spot Reducer is handsomely made of light weight 
aluminum and rubber and truly a beautiful invention 


the increased awakened blood circulation carries away you will be thankful you own. AC 110 volts. 


TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! 
Mail this coupon with only $1 for your Spot Reducer on approval. 


Pay postman $8.95 plus delivery—or send $9.95 (full price) and we 

ship postage prepaid. Use it for ten days in your own home. Then 

if not delighted return Spot Reducer for full purchase price refund. ae ee ee ey 
I SPOT REDUCER CO., Dept. E-523 
f 318 Market St., Newark, New Jersey 





Don't delay! You have nothing to lose—except ugly, embarrassing, 


undesirable pounds of FAT. MAIL COUPON now! 
LOSE WEIGHT 


OR NO CHARGE 


USED BY EXPERTS: 


¥, Thousands have lost weight 
this way—in hips, abdo- 
men, legs, arms, neck, 


buttocks, etc. The same 


ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS 
Pe 


as 


Please send me the Spot Reducer for 10 days trial 
period. | enclose $1, upon arrival | will pay postman 
only $8.95 plus postage and handling. If not de- 
lighted | may return SPOT REDUCER within 10 days 
for prompt refund of full purchase price. 


. method used by stage, Name 
CAN'T SLEEP: screen and radio person- 
Relax with electric Spot MUSCULAR ACHES:  alities and leading reduc- add 
Reducer. See how sooth- A handy helper fortran- '"9 salons. The Spot Re- _ 
‘1 . lief of dj ducer can be used in your 
1g its gentle massage can _ sient relief of discomforts spare time, in the privacy = State 
Helps you sleep when that can be aided by of your own room. ry Y I enclose $9.95, send postage prepaid. 


3ssage can be of benefit. 


gentle, relaxing massage. 


ORDER IT TODAY! 
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NEW! MAGIC PANEL FEATURE SLIMS LIKE MAGIC! 
LOOK SLIMMER, MORE YOUTHFUL 





YOUR APPEARANCE! 


THE FIGURE-ADJUSTER MUST BE THE BEST GIRDLE YOU EVER 






VORE .. . YOU MUST FEEL MORE COMFORTABLE, and you MUST 
look and fee! younger ... Your shape MUST be noticeably improved 
or you get every cent back at once! 

No matter how many other girdles you have tried, we believe NO 
OTHER GIRDLE CAN DO FOR YOU MORE THAN THE FIGURE- 
ADJUSTER! No other girdle or supporter belt offers you more CON- 
TROL, BULGE control, HOLD-IN and STAY-UP power ... safely 
scientifically. No other girdle can begin to approach the miracle- 


working FIGURE-ADJUSTER feature! Figure-Adjuster is LIGHT in 
weight, yet powerfully strong! Figure-Adjuster allows AIR to cir- 
culate through it, ABSORBS perspiration, is made by the most skilled 
craftsmen, and allows you to ADJUST it to just the right amount of 
BULGE-CONTROL you like and NEED for an IMPROVED FIGURE! 

MAGIC PANEL CONTROL: No laces show when you wear a 
SLIMMING Figure-Adjuster. The contro] you get is completely COM- 
FORTABLE : and GUARANTEES healthful, lasting support. Its 
satin TUMMY PANEL laces right up to meet the bra—NO MIDRIFF 
BULGE! LIFTS and FLATTENS the tummy, SLIMS down the waist, 


and eliminates the “SPARE TIRE’ waistline roll! The 









TRIMS th hi 
magic ADJUS LE, imming, easily controlled panel is scientifically t 
designed and he result of testing different kinds of panels on thou- TRULY SENSATIONAL A 
sands of won a Figure-Adjuster creates the ‘‘BALANCED PRESSURE” that 
ig gives each bulge the exact amount of RESTRAINT it requires. It gives 
you the right amount of SUPPORT vere YOU need it MOST! Let Figure- 3 
Adjuster give you MO RE figure cont . for more of your figure... 
let it give you a more BEAUTIFUL "FIGURE ' the slimmer, trimmer 
e figure that INVITES romance. You ACTUALLY APPEAR SLIMMER AT ONCE NOW 
WITH THE MAGIC PANEL control of Figure-Adjuster. Colors nude, blue or formerly $6.50 
white panty or regular. Sizes 24 inch waist to 48 only $4.98. TRIM UNWANTED INCHES 
. MAKE THIS TEST WITH YOUR OWN HANDS! OFF YOUR MIDRIFF, 
G Clasp your hands over your ABDOMEN, press upwards and in gently but waist and hips with real breathe-easy comfort. 
n FIRMLY. You feel better, don‘t you! That's just what the UP-LIFT adjust- New scientific construction whittles away -rolls 
, able FIGURE-ADJUSTER does for you, only the FIGURE-ADJUSTER does it ong viscmy penel laces taht up lo your bra. 
' better. MAIL COUPON AND TEST IT AT HOME FOR 10 days trial at our oe ape ae 36" Mediuin (27 mgs) =, 
' expense! NO OTHER GIRDLE AT THIS PRICE CAN GIVE YOU BETTER ty9""-30") tra ange 32”). “Also 
SUPPORT, can make you look better, feel better or appear slimmer and PLUS " RIZES . the Raites gure. (89-40%, 
younger! Sizes 24 to 48 waist. XXXXX (41"-44”), XXXXXX 46”-48 


100% MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! 





Test the Figure-Adjuster at home for ten days trial at our expense! It’s sent on approval! It must do ail we claim for 
Y ill feel like this b it or return it after ten days and we’ll send your money tight back. We take alli the risk . that’s because we know 
ou will feel like this beau- that even thougn you may have tried many others you haven't tried the BEST until you “have tried a FIGURE-AD- 


tiful model in your new 'USTER! MAIL COUPON NOW! 


and improved coolligh Guaranteed to Delight or Your Money Back .. . 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


weight FIGURE-ADJUSTER. 


WHY DIET? TRY IT! G | FT For Your 


@ TAKES INCHES OFF 1. ‘ 
TUMMY! 
“SECRETS OF LOVELI- Figure 5 
@ RAISES ABDOMEN AND ness” booklet tells how 
KEEPS IT IN! 
to ‘ake advantage of Sake 
@ LIKE MAGIC IT BRINGS ; 
correct choice of MAIL 





FIGURE-ADJUSTER CO., DEPT. 330 

318 Market St., Newark, New Jersey 

Yes! Please rush “FIGURE-ADJUSTER” on approval. If not 
delighted I may return girdle within 10 days. 

]I will pay postman $4.98 plus postage. 

"}I enclose $5.00, cash, check or money order, send postage 











IN WAIST het ' prepaid. (I save up to 75c postage. ) 
clothes, proper use oO 
@® MAKES SPREADING | 2nd color choice .................00. 
HIPLINES CONFORM To] =™@keup and other THIS Size Panty Girdle Girdle 
FIRM BEAUTY secrets to help you look BG vrrrrrrrernnnes Y a at 
Name sisia'ehleaadibdiaiusdilibihbiabbiinddin 
@SMOOTHES AND sSLIMs Y°®* Younger. pounds COUP ON 
THIGHS and inches slimmer, BGGTOGDB. .....0<scrcovssvoesecnvcenescssscoscevesessesccseoes celaiinnivesnnwinicentisaviaiaianicvaieiiniainil - 
aia Ose a ee 
will be included with NOW! Pease PRINT carefully. BE SURE TO GIVE YOUR Size 


@® MAKES YOUR CLOTHES 
FIT BEAUTIFULLY your order, 








Sucar’ im hy, 
Dow ARO nT OND 
(CS 


MIDDLEWEIGHT 
CHAMPION 


OF THE WORLD 
AND UNDEFEATED 
FORMER WELTERWEIGHT 
CHAMPION 


Atways Buy 


CHESTERFIELD 


Copyright 1951, Liccert & Myers Tosacco Co 


Stick with the cigarette that’s 

good to you... Chesterfield, 
the only cigarette that gives 
you what every smoker wants 


MILDNESS 


NO UNPLEASANT 
—=—_ AFTER-TASTE 





